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Introduction 
In these notes, I have tried to tell a human interest story and have related the facts as I 
know them. If I have been wrong in some instances or if I have offended anyone, all I can say is 
that I'm sorry. 
I acknowledge the assistance I have received, initially, from Gwen Albhouse and later 
from Carol Penhale for their patience deciphering my writing. Also, to my wife, Aileen, for her 
patience watching me scribbling away, at my desk, when I might otherwise have been better 
employed working in the garden. 
These notes might have been a good deal more accurate and, perhaps more interesting, i f 
I had had in my possession, the historical notes I deposited some years ago with the Athabasca 
Archives. 
The following is a comment on memory by Stuart Hood published in 1963: 
Memory is not merely recall. Some things we choose to forget. Some, which we cannot 
forget, we make bearable. Life was through us like a tide. In its ebb and flow the 
fragments of the past are ground smooth so that, with time, we can handle them like 
stones from a rock pool, admiring their colour, shape and texture. We do not know which 
of them will stir and rattle as the tide ebbs from us for the last time. These are pebbles 
from my skull. 
Family History 
GENE OLOGICAL CHART 
George Shank - Marie Adele Doyan *1877 
Adelard (Dolor) Edouard (Eddie) George Philip Adelaide 
Eddie Jedeou Shank - Rosanna Goulet *1909 
Isreal Dolor Alcide Oliver Leo Lidia Elmer Wilfred Edna 
George Shank - Mabel Johnson *1923 
Ella George Karl 
Philip Shank - Bertha Baart *1910 
11 children - oldest Noah Shank 
Adelaide Shank -1 James Smallwood *1909 
2 Axel Smith *1920 
Five Children by *1 
Leo Shank - Isadora Lines * 1942 
Stanley Judy Shirley 
Lidia Shank - Edward Loxam *1943 
Elwood Stanley Deanna Doreen 
Twins 
George Shank, Sr. 
George Shank, Sr. was my grandfather on the male side of the family. It appears that when the 
British invaded Quebec in 1759, it was done to strike a blow against France with whom the 
British were at war. General Wolfe succeeded in winning the battle, and Quebec became a British 
colony. 
Attached to the British fleet were several ships containing Hessian (German) mercenaries, 
but they were never pressed into service and returned to their home ports in Europe. It appears 
that one of the mercenaries jumped ship and managed to avoid capture, with a little help from the 
inhabitants. He married a French-speaking girl and began farming in Beauce county, which has a 
common border with the state of Vermont. What was this mysterious man's name? We don't 
know exactly, as he could neither read or write in any language. 
At that time, only a few lawyers and most of the Roman Catholic clergy could write. The 
latter recorded and issued baptismal birth certificates. They had a problem trying to phonetically 
reduce into writing my ancestor's name, so these variations were recorded: Chingues, Chink, 
Chainck. In about 1840, it had become Shaink. 
When my great-grandfather was eighteen years of age, he married Marie Adele Doyon, 
who was sixteen. In short order, this union produced four children, at which point my great-
grandfather decided to leave Quebec and settle in Brooks, Minnesota, where other Quebecois 
were making a living, along with German and Swedish settlers. They all got along quite well 
except at dances, where liquor was consumed. As young men, my father and his brother Dolor 
alternated as callers at square dances, which were very popular and that time. 
M y father went to school, but left after completing Grade 6 to work as a lumberjack. 
When he was eighteen, he went back to school during the cold winter months and partially 
completed Grade 8 before going back to work. It was somewhat embarrassing for him, a grown 
man, sitting in classes with much younger students. But it shows that he understood the value of 
an education. 
While my father was attending school, the teacher suggested that it would look much 
better i f the name Shaink was changed to Shank, eliminating the letter i. (For some unknown 
reason, my grandmother's first name was also changed from Marie - Mary - to Lucie.) As so 
many people addressed us as Shanks, one of my brothers formally adopted it as the family name. 
I must get back to my grandfather in Minnesota. He built a large house, as he anticipated 
that his family would increase in numbers, which it did. My grandfather could not read or write, 
so the numerals on a square meant nothing to him. He relied on experience and a pair of eyes to 
do carpentry work. The house was still standing and occupied a hundred years later. 
My grandfather also helped build a church and, when it came to framing the steeple, the 
head carpenter would yell down instructions to my grandfather, for example, that he wanted a 
board seventeen inches in length. Grandfather would nod his head, look up, and calculate by sight 
the length of board needed, and, in most cases, he would come within a fraction of being correct. 
In the winter of 1898, grandfather's wife, Lucie, decided to paint the cupboards in the 
house with a white paint. As it was cold, she didn't open any doors or windows. In a few days, 
she became very i l l and died. They didn't know at the time what had caused her death, but we 
now know that it was from lead poisoning. The responsibilities of homemaker then devolved on 
the eldest child, Mary. Grandfather had become very lonely, but he wasn't about to get married 
again. One night, in 1900, when everyone was asleep, he left the house with only a few personal 
belongings to seek his fortune in the Klondike, where a few miners had struck it rich while the 
others looked in vain for the mother lode. 
My grandfather reached Athabasca Landing around 1902, but he still had a long way to 
go. He managed to get as far as Fort McMurray, some 150 miles north of Athabasca, where he 
was stopped from going any farther by the North-West Mounted Police. Many men had gotten 
lost trying to get to the Yukon because they were too ill-equipped to reach their objective. 
In the meantime, the family he left behind had no idea where he had gone. In 1903, he 
finally got word to his family of his whereabouts. My father proceeded to Athabasca in 1904, 
where my grandfather was working at the time. He looked around and went back to Minnesota. In 
1906, he returned to Athabasca and married Rosanna Goulet, who was seventeen years old. After 
1906, other members of the family left Minnesota to live in the Athabasca area. 
My grandfather had settled on a quarter section of land, about a mile east of the town. In 
1910-11, the anticipation of the railroad coming here from Edmonton produced a "boom town" 
mentality where land sold at fantastic prices. My grandfather was offered $75,000 for his land, 
but held out for $100,000. Not long afterwards, the boom collapsed, and grandfather found his 
dreams come down to earth. A year later, he sold his property for $1500 and moved to Coeur 
d'Alene, Idaho. There he made a living as a carpenter. 
In 1917, Grandfather came to see us and stayed a week. He had brought with him a small 
trunk filled with apples, a fruit we rarely ate. You can imagine how happy I, a six-year-old, was 
to have such a generous grandfather. He couldn't stay still, so he took over my father's 
blacksmith shop and built a wooden sleigh for us kids. 
We didn't hear from grandfather again until I was fourteen years old, when my father got 
a phone call from him proposing that I come and look after him, as he could hardly walk and had 
other infirmities. My father knew that we would not be compatible and, besides, he needed me on 
the farm. He suggested that grandfather go and live with his eldest daughter, Mary Champagne, 
in Minnesota. Grandfather took this advice and died a few years short of his eightieth birthday. 
As you may have surmised, my grandfather was not a lovable individual. He did have a 
good sense of humour and for many years worked hard to support his large family,. But the stress 
of losing his wife was such that he deserted his family when they needed him most. On the 
whole, he was an honest, hard-working individual and did not discredit the family name. 
Dolor Shank 
My uncle, Adelard "Dolor" Shank, was born in Beauce County, Quebec, in 1878. He came with 
his family to Minnesota in 1880. At a very early age, he worked on the family farm and as a 
lumberjack. He moved to Athabasca, Alberta, in 1907 and worked on building scows and on 
carpentry jobs. 
Some years later, Aadelard moved to Prince Albert and worked in sawmills and as a 
lumberjack. He remained there until the early forties and then moved to Quathiaski Cove, BC, 
where he lived until his death. He had an offer to become a partner in the lumber firm MacMillan 
Bloedel, but he turned it down as he was illiterate. 
He was a physically strong man, 6' 2" tall, and he had a mischievous sense of humour. He 
loved to drink and carouse on weekends. He never married. 
While living in Saskatchewan, I met a stranger who asked me if I was a relative of Dolor 
Shank, a lumberjack at Prince Albert. When I admitted that he was my uncle, he went on to tell 
me this story. A travelling circus was stopped for a few days, and one exhibit featured "The Wild 
Man from Borneo." He was in a cage with iron bars, ostensibly to prevent his escape. He was 
quite hairy, roared a lot, and bared his teeth. 
My uncle Dolor, who was partying and feeling no pain, stopped and watched the 
performance. He thought it would be fun to test out the physical strength of this so-called wild 
man. Somehow, he got into the cage and told the wild man he was going to find out how wild he 
was, and he started pounding him with his fists. The wild man soon cowered in a corner pleading 
in a loud voice in English, "Help! Help! Help!. Take this man out of here." Satisfied that he had 
exposed the wild man as a phoney my uncle left the cage and carried on his merry way. 
Eddie Jedeon Shank 
Eddie Shank was born in Beauce County, Quebec, on October 15, 1879. Two years later, he 
moved with his family to an area around present-day Brooks, Minnesota. 
When he was eighteen years old, Dad went to primary school and completed Grade 8. He 
felt i l l at ease with the other students, who were much younger than he was. However, he realized 
that education was very important to having a full life, and later he gave everyone in his family 
every opportunity to get an education - everyone except for his daughter. He was of the old 
school that believed that girls were destined to become homemakers and to raise children. My 
sister Lidia resented that attitude very much. 
Dad spent his early years helping on the farm during the summer and working in the 
woods as a lumberjack until he moved to Athabasca in 1906, where his father was living. Most of 
his brothers and sisters followed him to Athabasca. He worked at various jobs, one of which 
involved a partnership in a butcher shop. This didn't last long as he manipulated the weight 
scales to his advantage until his customers found out and stopped coming to his shop. Since he 
also liked to drink and play poker at night, it's no wonder that the venture finally went broke. 
Finally, Dad thought it was time to settle down. He homesteaded on 160 acres five miles 
southeast of Athabasca. He often boasted that he borrowed the ten dollars to make the claim 
before going to the land office. The land was hardly a bargain as the soil was poor and contained 
a lot of rocks. 
On January 7, 1909, Dad married Rosanna Goulet at Athabasca. They had a brief 
honeymoon in Edmonton, taking two days to get there and another two days to get back in a 
horse-drawn sleigh. While they were in Edmonton, they had photographs taken, which became 
family heirlooms. Rosanna would not drink any form of liquor, so my father must have felt 
parched, although he no doubt managed to assuage his thirst anyway. 
Eddie and Rosanna returned to the farm and lived for a time in a small frame house. At 
one time, I liked to tell friends that I was born in a log house a la Abraham Lincoln. Mother was 
not amused. She thought that a frame house was one step above living in a log house. My father 
had built a crude one to comply with the Homestead Act. It later served for many years as a 
chicken coop. 
Dad managed to buy a team of oxen to plow the ground, but found that they were a bit 
slow, so he sold them off and bought a pair of mules. Unless they are handled properly, these 
animals can refuse to work, so he sold these off and bought a team of horses. He didn't buy a 
tractor until 1942. 
He acquired more land and drained a small pond. The farm produced very productive 
crops. In 1930, Dad entered one-half bushel of Reward wheat in the spring wheat class at the 
Toronto National Exhibition and won first prize. It put Athabasca on the map as a wheat-growing 
area. The local Board of Trade put on a large banquet, at which he was the honoured guest. They 
had a photo taken of him, smoking a cigar, with a smile on his face and fedora hat, perched on 
his head at a jaunty angle. The photo was suitably framed, and occupied a place of honour, on a 
wall, in our home, until my father sold the farm in 1946 to his son, Alcide. It finally ended up in 
the Athabasca Archives. 
In his last years, Dad liked to meet with his friends and down a few beers in the local beer 
parlour before going home for supper. When he died of cancer on July 28, 1963, he was nearly 
eighty-four years old. 
George Shank, Jr. 
My Uncle George spent several months one winter trying to invent a machine that would turn a 
wheel perpetually on its own power. He thought this could be achieved by having ball bearings 
fall into cups on a wheel. This had been, in one form or other, the objective of inventors for 
centuries. George came over one winter night to show his machine to my father, hoping that he 
might have a solution to the problem. Of course, father realized immediately that it would never 
work and told him so. George went home somewhat crestfallen, realizing that months of work 
and thought had come to naught. 
At the age of forty, he decided to become a professional boxer as a way of making a 
living. He had been a rough-and-tumble fighter for most of his life and had done considerable 
boxing as a teenager, with some success. It wasn't long before he realized that because of his lack 
of success in the ring, it would not produce the money he dreamed of, so he stopped doing it. 
I probably shouldn't tell this story about George. Before he was married, he once struck a 
larger man so hard that the latter fell down unconscious and appeared likely to die. George 
panicked. He took a loaded rifle into a treed area, built a crude primitive stockade, and was 
determined to fight to the death, i f and when the RCMP came to arrest him for murder. The 
injured man recovered, and when a friend told him the good news, George resumed his normal 
life. How did I come to know about this wild west drama? My father told me. 
George Shank married Mabel Johnson and had two sons, George Jr. and Karl, and a girl, 
Ella. At the age of fourteen, Ella developed a large stomach and, being unmarried, the gossip-
mongers had a field day. When they operated on Ella, the doctors removed a non-malignant 
tumour weighing fourteen pounds. Ella recovered from this operation, got married, and had three 
or four children. 
George Jr. and Karl were born with a severe, itchy rash. They were prevented from 
scratching themselves to death by having their hands encased in two aluminum cups until they 
were nearly a year old, when the rash mysteriously disappeared. The doctors at that time did not 
have access to drugs like they have today to combat this genetic disease. I don't think the boys 
passed on this allergy to their own children. 
George Jr., the older of the two, decided at an early age to become a boxer. In one bout, 
when he was pitted against his cousin Leo and getting the worst of it, his father started yelling 
from outside the ring, "Give it to him Leo! Give it to him!" George Jr. kept trying to make a 
living from boxing, but ended up serving several terms in jail before old age got to him and he 
In the 1920s, Philip spent his savings, mainly acquiring tractors that often broke down and 
eventually drove him into bankruptcy. He became extremely depressed and stopped working. He 
would go to bed and only emerge for some meals with his family, before returning to bed. This 
went on for nearly two years, when Bertha's family bought the farm for her, and Philip agreed to 
stay away from her for the rest of his life. I last saw Philip in 1933.1 have no knowledge of where 
or when he died. 
Philip Shank's oldest boy, Noah, and I were born in the same year, 1911. When we were 
about fourteen, Noah confided in me that he would get married as soon as he could and raise a 
large family. A year or so after our conversation, a horse kicked him in the face. He bore the 
resultant scar for the rest of his life. There was no reconstructive surgery available at the time. 
Noah married and had five children. They were all girls. He farmed successfully and 
even got elected as a municipal councillor on two occasions. 
Adelaide Shank 
Adelaide came to Athabasca from Minnesota when she was fourteen years of age. She worked as 
a domestic for the next year or two and then married James Smallwood, an Englishman who 
farmed a quarter section of land with frontage on Baptiste Lake. Adelaide and James had a 
stormy relationship, which didn't prevent them from having one boy and three daughters. 
In the early 1920s, the Small woods had several neighbours helping them cut wood for the 
kitchen stove. They stopped for lunch, and shortly after eating his dessert, James became 
violently i l l and crawled outside to die. It appears that he kept a small bottle of strychnine in a 
kitchen cupboard. The bottle had fallen over and some of the contents had leaked into a saucer 
undetected. It was certainly a most unusual place to store a lethal poison. 
Adelaide started a business catering to fishermen and game hunters, and made a decent 
living so that she could ensure that her son and daughters got an education. The eldest daughter 
became a school teacher. She would visit my mother regularly when she lived alone in a single 
room at the local - dare I say it? - "old folks home" in Athabasca. 
A regular client of Adelaide was a Swedish-born gentleman by the name of Axel Smith. 
When he retired from his job as a forest ranger, he proposed, and Adeline became Mrs. Smith. I 
remember that when they visited my mother and father when I was twelve years old, we got into 
a conversation on what I intended to do with my life. Axel turned to my father and said 
something along this line: "This is a bright boy. You should send him to Europe for a year to 
learn the facts of life." It's funny how you remember the good things said about you and forget 
the bad. 
Isreai "Cjj" Shank 
I have before me the original certificate of registration recording my birth at Athabasca Landing, 
Alberta. The town, a short time later, eliminated the word "landing". The certificate, written in 
ink by my father, reads as follows: 
This is to certify that the "birth " of "Isreai Cjj Shank of Athabasca Landing Alberta 
Boarn January 30 ["29" is overwritten to "30"] 1911 at the hour of 7 a.m. on Monday. " 
Registered Jan 31st 1911. Signed Harvey F. Cull Registrar 
It appears that before completing this form, my father had been handing out cigars to his friends 
and hoisting a few to celebrate the arrival of his first-born son and heir. 
The registrar was puzzled over the spelling of my second name, so when he made his 
report to the Vital Statistics Branch in Edmonton, he changed my middle name to Cegy. In 1976, 
I applied for a certificate of birth, and my name is shown as follows: Isreai " C . " Shank. I assumed 
that the person who processed my application, on having to decide on whether "Cjj" or "Cegy" 
was correct, took the middle ground and used the single letter "C . " It appears that my father 
wished to incorporate the initials of the best man at his wedding, whose initials were "C. J." 
I've had trouble with well-meaning people correcting my name to Israel, as it appears in 
the Bible. I never liked my first name, so preferred to be called "I. C." or "C. J." It is now 
common practice to call everyone by his or her first name, no matter how old you are. Several 
years ago, a young woman of about twenty-one years employed in a dentist office called me by 
my first name. I turned to her and said, "At my age, I don't appreciate being called by my first 
name by a person barely out of diapers! From then on, I've been called "Mr. Shank." A l l this 
sounds a bit pompous and to quote Shakespeare "much ado about nothing." 
Another foible of mine is people greeting me with "How are you today?" I usually reply, 
"Fine." That prevents my going into a long explanation of my many aches and pains, of which I 
have many. The worst is the curse of arthritis. 
The worst event in my life occurred when my wife, Mary, fell i l l with Alzheimer's 
disease. The best in my life was meeting and marrying Aileen. She is a very loving individual, 
shy, but a strong and determined person underneath. She won't say it, but until some ten years 
ago, she could lift an object of nearly fifty pounds above her head. Old age has caught up with 
her, but she still carries bags, such as fertilizer, weighing near or over fifty pounds. She hates 
making appointments with the family doctor and rarely takes any pills to alleviate severe pain. 
She's afraid she might become addicted to them. 
I like to point out, whenever we have visitors, that Aileen planted every shrub and tree 
growing on our two acres of land. This includes some twenty fruit trees. She has a mysterious 
affinity with all forms of wildlife, especially birds. (See the article "Towhee.") Aileen wil l be 
very embarrassed to read what I have written about her, but she deserves all the kudos I have 
briefly brought to the reader's attention. 
I nearly forgot to mention that I'm an atheist. Aileen and I never discuss religion, so I 
don't know what she thinks about it. 
Dolor Shank 
My brother Dolor was born on the farm near the town of Athabasca in 1912. He was a natural 
left-hander, but for the first ten years of his life my parents and his school teachers tried to make 
him into a right-hander. Until the age of fourteen, all his teachers unknowingly insisted that he 
use his right hand. As a result, he was quite frustrated and was deemed a "slow learner," 
suggesting that he might be mentally impaired. One day, his teacher sent him home with a note 
saying that it would be best i f he stayed at home working on the farm. He never went to school 
again. 
Dolor liked sports, especially baseball, and he went on to be a fairly good left-handed 
pitcher. But they only brought him in when the game was as good as lost. In the fall of 1935, 
Dolor and our brother Oliver lived in Edmonton and were training to compete in the boxing trials 
for the 1936 Olympic Games. Dolor was eliminated in the preliminary trials, so he decided to 
join our uncle Dolor in Prince Albert, Saskatchewan. Uncle Dolor, a bachelor, made his living as 
a lumberjack. He was a real character - over six feet tall and fearless. He had a weakness - he 
liked to drink and carouse with friends on weekends. 
Dolor worked with his uncle Dolor for several years, married and had three children. In 
1942,1 received a telegram from my brother advising me that he was travelling with his family 
by CNR. The train had a stopover of thirty minutes in Kindersley, and Dolor wanted to see me. 
When we met, he introduced me to his family and told me that they were on their way to Yak, 
B C , where he was going to operate a small sawmill. 
As Dolor never wrote, I lost track of him until an acquaintance told me that he had bought 
a tugboat and was hauling scows loaded with fish caught in Lake Athabasca. This is a large 
freshwater lake near the northern border of Alberta. The terminal is Fort Chipewyan near Fort 
McMurray. The lake is notorious for sudden violent storms that create large waves. Dolor was 
caught with his tugboat in one of these storms and had to cut the lines to the scows to save 
himself. He lost both the scows and his boat. He was broke. 
I next heard that Dolor was working with a large bulldozer on the Alaska highway from 
Dawson Creek, BC, to Fairbanks, Alaska. This was in 1941 when the United States were afraid 
that the Japanese might land on the west coast, cutting off oil and gas from Norman Wells, NWT. 
The Americans had built an oil line from Fort Norman to the highway known as Canol. (I 
suppose this was an abbreviation of Canadian oil.) They had built bridges to cross rivers and a 
maintenance road alongside it. In 1948,1 was stationed briefly at Yellowknife, NWT, and I saw 
traces of the Canol line with vandalized buildings here and there. 
Dolor was paid handsomely for his work, but he was also a big spender. After work, he 
went to the local bars and frequently bought several rounds of beer for the whole crowd. He also 
made a point of flying home on weekends to see his family and presumably to satisfy his sexual 
needs. He was never known to cheat on his wife, no matter how tempting the situation. 
When his job ended, Dolor worked for a while in Edmonton as an independent taxi driver, 
but being unfamiliar with the newer parts of the city, he frequently got lost, much to the chagrin 
of his customers. He soon lost his investment and was broke again. 
Sometime later, Dolor settled in Westlock, a small town some eighty miles northwest of 
Edmonton, where he made a living doing odd jobs, as he was a naturally proficient and 
dependable handyman. He had largely given up drinking, as he could no longer afford it 
Dolor's wife died in childbirth late in life, but the baby survived. Now he was in a serious 
situation. He knew a well-to-do widow in town, so he went to see her and asked i f she could care 
for the baby at his home. The widow was afraid that the locals would talk, so when Dolor 
proposed that they get married, she consented. The marriage took place immediately, and Dolor's 
problem was solved. 
Dolor found out that his new wife had some money in the bank, so he talked her into 
buying a fast-food outlet southwest of Edmonton. My wife, Mary, and I stopped in to see them 
and saw that Dolor would often serve half-cooked eggs and burnt toast to his customers. Not long 
after that, he went broke. He was too careless. 
Dolor moved back to Westlock and was able to buy a house, because his wife had stashed 
some money away, unknown to him, in case of future need. He made enough money by doing 
odd jobs to build a shack on the shores of Lac La Biche, where he frequently went fishing on 
weekends. He seemed to be enjoying life until he died in 1983, at the age of seventy-one. 
In his early years, there were periods when he may have drank too much liquor, but he got 
over this and was careful about how much he drank. He never hit a woman in his life, so I guess 
this might qualify him to be known as a gentleman. He had a rough exterior, but a kind heart. 
Alcide Armand Shank 
Alcide Shank was born at Athabasca on September 28, 1913. He attended Tawatinaw School and 
completed Grade 8. Thereafter, he worked on the farm until 1935, when he moved to Edmonton 
with his brother Oliver. He entered the provincial boxing championship as a middleweight (160-
pound class), hoping to qualify for the 1936 Olympic Games. He was not successful, so he turned 
professional, engaging in a number of fights in Alberta before leaving in 1937 to join his brother 
Oliver in Montreal. There Alcide was employed as a dockyard worker and married Janet 
McGill is on May 23, 1941. 
Alcide arranged to buy my father's home farm near Athabasca for $15,000 on the 
instalment plan. As he could not have children of his own, he adopted four orphans, two boys and 
two girls. When the girls were married, he spent $1000 on their weddings, which he could i l l 
afford. One boy accidentally drowned on a river near Lesser Slave Lake. The other boy was of 
French descent and spoke French fluently. He became a school teacher, but was a strange fellow. 
After getting embroiled in a controversy, he became so unpopular that he had to leave Athabasca 
and never returned. 
M y father and Alcide once got into a serious shouting match when my father returned to 
the farm looking for several used articles, which were lying around as junk. As long as he lived, 
he never spoke to Alcide again. On occasion, Alcide would surreptitiously visit his mother living 
in Athabasca. She always said that Alcide reminded her of an English bulldog. In one boxing 
match, Alcide was knocked down nine times, but was still standing on his feet when the bout 
ended in the tenth round. 
Alcide was very lonely when his wife died from a diabetic shock. He never remarried. He 
eventually died from cancer of the stomach a few days after he was operated on. He had been left 
unattended and he tore out all the life-sustaining tubes in his stomach. 
Oliver Shank 
The fourth son of Eddie J. Shank and Rosanna Shank was born on November 15, 1915. Oliver 
Shank attended Tawatinaw School until he had completed Grade 8. He was then employed on our 
father's farm until 1935, when he moved to Edmonton and worked at odd jobs. 
Oliver entered the Olympic Selection Trials and won his class - light heavyweight (175 
pounds). However, the Olympic Committee decided that they could only afford to send four 
boxers to the Games instead of a full complement of eight. Oliver was told that i f he wanted to 
compete in Berlin, he would have to pay his own way there. My father canvassed the citizens in 
the town and collected $47.50. He then wired me and I chipped in $50, which was over half my 
month's pay. This combined with the few dollars Oliver had managed to make himself allowed 
him to join the Canadian contingent to the Berlin Olympic Games. There he fought a Finnish 
boxer and lost a close decision. 
Oliver sent me several postcards from Berlin, Paris, and London. He wrote that Berlin 
under Hitler was a very clean place, but much too militaristic for his liking. Paris was dirty by 
comparison, and the girls in England had beautiful complexions. 
When he returned to Canada, Oliver decided to become a professional boxer. At the 
beginning, he was very successful and was the talk of the town. This went to his head and he 
neglected to do enough training for his fights, relying on getting a quick KO. At one point, his 
manager arranged a match with a well-known wrestler. The idea was to determine whether a 
boxer could beat a wrestler. It turned out to be a short contest, with Oliver flat on the floor after 
only two rounds. The bout generated a lot of cash for both participants. 
Oliver liked to gamble, which soon had him in debt to criminals. Once he was having 
coffee in a Montreal cafe with his friends when a gang enforcer came in to show him what 
happened to delinquents. He attempted to strike Oliver on the head with a short billy club. Oliver 
used his boxing experience to fend off the blows and closed in on his opponent so that the 
enforcer could not use his club effectively. In the skirmish, Oliver bit the enforcer in the neck, 
and he ran out of the cafe covered in blood and yelling like a stuck pig. The next day, Oliver was 
again in the cafe, where he received a message from the gang telling him to pay up or his body 
would be encased in cement and dropped in the St. Lawrence River. He paid up and never 
gambled again. 
Oliver obtained a stevedoring job on the Montreal docks and worked at that until he was 
diagnosed as having cancer of the tongue. Part of his tongue was removed, but the cancer got 
worse, and Oliver had difficulty eating and swallowing. After months of enduring excruciating 
pain, he mercifully died. 
Leo Joseph Shank 
Brother Leo was born in 1917 and attended Tawatinaw School until he was fourteen. When the 
school closed down, Leo got the job of driving the bus that took students to the Athabasca 
Consolidated School. He had to get up at 5:00 a.m. Instead of going back home, he worked in a 
machine shop until 3:00 p.m. and then bussed the children home. After that, he worked on his 
farm or tended to a large garden until dark. I don't know how many years he kept up this back-
breaking routine. 
One day when Leo was working in the machine shop, they were having difficulty 
unloading a forty-four gallon barrel of kerosene, Leo put his arms around it and set it on the floor, 
a total weight of approximately 400 pounds. Another of my brothers once commented as follows 
about Leo's strength: "He has muscles he hasn't used yet." Unfortunately, Leo never wore any 
earmuffs when working in the machine shop, so he gradually became deafer and deafer until 
today, at eighty-three years of age, he is completely deaf. 
Like my other brothers, Leo did some boxing when he was young, but he had a peaceful 
nature and never entered any of the provincial amateur contests. However, he would jokingly say 
that he was the unofficial light heavyweight (175 pounds) champion of northern Alberta. I 
personally think he would have done well, but perhaps not, as he lacked the "killer instinct." 
Leo married his school-days sweetheart - Isadora (Doric) Lines - who was about the same 
age as he was. They had one son and two daughters. Leo was a good father and provider. After 
his retirement, Leo continued farming full time. On one occasion, while opening a gate to let 
about ten of his horses in for their morning feed, he accidentally fell down and was trampled by 
the horses. I believe he suffered several broken ribs and other injuries. He went to see a doctor 
and soon resumed his normal farm work. 
To keep in shape, Leo set up a punching bag in a shed and worked on it every morning. 
He also walked a mile or so each evening. As old age inexorably crept up on him, he had to give 
up these exercises. He still keeps busy tending to a large garden stocked with strawberries and 
other fruits, along with the usual garden vegetables. This area has to be regularly weeded and 
cultivated. He has arthritis like most people his age, but he just can't stay idle during the day, 
although, lately, he often sits and watches TV. 
While ploughing on his farm, Leo once hit a round rock about three feet in diameter. It 
broke in half exposing an ammonite that existed in the Mesozoic era, millions of years ago. It 
appears that this rock was left here during the ice age some 11,000 years ago. The stone occupies 
a prominent place by the front steps of their house. 
Lidia Olive Shank 
Lidia was bom on June 17,1919, at Athabasca. She was the older of two girls. Lidia stayed at 
home and helped mother with the washing and cooking. She attended school and graduated from 
Grade 10. Then she went to Yellowknife, NWT, where she worked in the hotel owned by her 
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operator until discharged because she had very sore feet after walking any distance. 
Lidia returned to Athabasca and was waiting on tables in the local hotel, when her future 
husband started to drop in for coffee, paying attention to this good-looking woman, who was 
always cheerful and very talkative with the customers. As a young girl, Lidia vowed that she 
would never marry a fanner, but she did - Edward Loxam. Lidia and Edward were married on 
November 25, 1944, in A l l Saints Anglican Cathedral in Edmonton. They travelled there and 
back on the CNR train. The next four years the Loxams had two boys and twin girls. I recall Lidia 
writing me and saying that she had to "wise up," as she thought four kids were enough. 
Tn March 1957, a delegation approached Ed and asked him i f he would run for councillor 
in the upcoming election for the District of Athabasca. He easily won the election and filled the 
position of reeve for over seventeen years. In 1977, he was awarded the Queen's Silver Jubilee 
Medal. Lidia was heavily involved in local charitable organizations, but she became tired of Ed 
being away on business so much. They had so little time together that she told him that he had 
better resign or he would be living alone. He did so, and they went on to develop a small 
lakefront property on Baptiste Lake. With the help of his oldest son, El wood, Ed built a log cabin 
and lived there for nineteen years during what were, according to Ed, the best years of their lives. 
Lidia tired of trying to keep the log house spick and span, and she and Ed went to live in 
the Pleasant Valley Lodge in Athabasca in August 1997. Lidia had developed a mild case of 
Parkinson's disease some years previously and largely lost the ability to walk unassisted, so she 
was admitted to the local hospital in 2001. Ed goes to see her every day, even though he has 
serious health problems too. 
Of Lidia and Ed's four children, Elwood lives on the family farm. Stanley is a school 
teacher in Edmonton. Deanna is a public relations consultant at St. Albert, Alberta. Doreen has a 
bachelor of science and an education degree and taught school for three years before joining the 
R C M P in 1973. She is now a sergeant in charge of the Identification Branch at Portage la Prairie, 
Manitoba. She and her husband, Clark Wolff, a retired RCMP sergeant, have two children, Lloyd 
(fifteen) and Marion (thirteen). As parents, Lidia and Ed can be very proud of their descendants. 
Ed was born on his parents' farm east of Calgary in December 1911, so he is only two months 
younger than I am. Ed's mother was distantly related to the famous nurse Florence Nightingale. 
He was a very tough man, both physically and mentally. He accomplished a good deal for 
someone with only a Grade 6 education. 
Elmer Shank 
My brother Elmer was born on the farm at Athabasca in 1921. He went to a rural school and left 
after graduating from Grade 8 at the age of fourteen. He worked on the farm until he enlisted in 
the air force at the age of seventeen as an aircraftsman, and stationed at Whitehorse, Yukon. 
Elmer was detailed to refuel a plane while the engine was running. There was a barrel 
underneath the engine that contained burning oil to keep the engine from freezing up. Due 
possibly to inattention on Elmer's part, he overfilled the plane's fuel tank and the gasoline caught 
on fire. Elmer fled to turn the gas off at the source but, too late, the plane burned to the ground. 
Elmer was court-martialled, found guilty of negligence, and required to pay the damages - the 
cost of the plane. This was a pretty ridiculous penalty, as Elmer was earning slightly more than 
two dollars per day. 
Elmer left Whitehorse and joined an armoured tank regiment in Calgary. As part of the 
training regime, all members were routed out of bed and required to run and walk ten miles 
before breakfast. Elmer didn't like walking, having done a lot of it behind horses on the farm. He 
thought that he would be guiding a tank into battle. One night, he kept his boots on all night 
resting on a steam register. When he took his boots off in the morning, his feet were very white 
and wrinkled. He lined up with the others on sick parade to be examined by a doctor. The doctor 
was puzzled by the appearance of Elmer's feet and unable to diagnose this unusual ailment, so he 
ordered Elmer to apply medications and rest in bed. I don't know how long this went on, but 
when the army brass had set a date for the departure of Elmer's regiment for England, he got well 
in a hurry and joined his compatriots on board the transport ship. 
On ship, Elmer volunteered to take on another boxer in a bout to entertain the troops. The 
seas were rough, and Elmer was accidently thrust forward as his opponent hit him on the nose, 
breaking it. Blood gushed out of his nose requiring medical attention to staunch the flow. When 
the ship landed in England, Elmer, who had gained a reputation of being somewhat incorrigible, 
was assigned to working in the kitchen mess washing and drying dishes. 
In 1941, Elmer's regiment was stationed in a heavily wooded area to avoid detection by 
German planes. A heavy snowfall caused a lot of large tree limbs to break off, and other, half-
broken ones were a danger to the troops quartered in tents below. When the regular forestry 
members refused to climb the trees because of the danger involved, the C O . thought that Elmer 
might want to take on the job to get out of the kitchen. Elmer readily agreed to do the dangerous 
job and worked at it for a day or two until it occurred to him that he would be returning to the 
kitchen once the work was finished. After that, he only did a few trees a day, and the C O . 
couldn't do anything about it. I have no idea how long this went on. In any event, Elmer was later 
assigned duties on a motorcycle. 
On his days off, Elmer explored the countryside. He found that the farmers were in the 
habit of quenching their thirst with a drink or two from a jug of apple cider. Elmer would go over 
and start telling the farmers a story about Canadian farming. They would offer him a drink and 
perhaps two before moving on with their work. Elmer would then scout around until he found 
another fanner resting beside his jug of apple cider, and he would repeat the ritual. When it was 
time to return to banacks, he was feeling very well, thank you. 
As Elmer was having some difficulty breathing through his broken nose, the doctors 
decided to operate. He didn't like his doctor, so he asked the nurse, in jest, whether the doctor's 
diploma on the wall was for a veterinarian. When he asked for a pass to leave the hospital over 
the weekend, it was turned down. The nurse had squealed on him, and the doctor was going to 
give him a lesson on being respectful to his superiors. 
Elmer put on his clothes and when the guard tried to stop him, as he couldn't produce a 
pass, he brushed him aside. He got on his motorcycle and presumably went to see his wife, who 
lived some miles from the hospital. He was away for several days, and the authorities had no idea 
where he had gone. It was not long afterwards that he was shipped back to Canada. 
Elmer was told that he had to serve as a soldier in Canada until the war was over. He 
thought this over and came up with an idea. He started telling his roommates how much better 
everyone would be if we had a communist state in Canada. The army decided to get rid of this 
agitator and had him discharged. This made him happy, and he moved to Vancouver, where he 
got a job. I don't know what he did, but the day came when Elmer felt that he had enough money 
to pursue a boxing career in New York. He put on a party for his co-workers and, on his way to a 
restaurant, he drove through a red light and collided with a large transport truck. He was killed on 
the spot, and his friends were seriously injured. 
M y father was notified and went to Vancouver to settle Elmer's estate. He found a life 
insurance policy made out to Elmer's wife in England, whom Elmer had not wanted to bring to 
Canada. He had once written to her asking for a divorce, but she did not reply. There was one 
child from the union. Father sought legal advice as to whether he could cash the life insurance to 
pay for the funeral expenses, but was told that Elmer's wife was entitled to the legacy. Father sent 
the policy to Elmer's wife, but she never acknowledged receiving it. So, as I write this, the Shank 
family has a branch in England. 
Wilfred "Sunny" Shank 
Like the rest of us, Wilfred "Sunny" Shank was born on the farm at Athabasca in 1922. He had a 
very light complexion, curly brown hair, and blue eyes. My father didn't usually tolerate 
nicknames but he relented in this case when we called him Sunny. 
Sunny was a loner at an early age. Mother said he preferred to play alone, all the while 
talking and singing to himself. He went to school and worked on the farm until he decided to join 
brother Oliver in Montreal and become a professional boxer. Sunny had excellent technique, but 
was a light hitter, so after a few years with only moderate success, he decided that he needed to 
get a real job. He was married and had three small children to support. 
He got a job on the Dew Line in the northern Arctic. The Dew Line was established to 
give the United States early warning i f the Soviets decided to attack. This period was dubbed the 
Cold War. The word "cold" referred to the state of the relations between the two superpowers, 
the United States and the Soviet Union. Wilfred was hired to maintain and repair buildings in 
northern Quebec and the Arctic. This meant that he was away from his family for months. His 
wife deserted him for another man, a lawyer, leaving Sunny with a boy and two girls to bring up 
So Sunny quit his job and joined brother Oliver as a stevedore in the Montreal shipyards. 
After he left home, I don't think that Sunny ever made any attempt to contact his parents 
living in Athabasca. In 1963, while in Montreal on duty with the RCMP, I met Sunny when he 
came over to Oliver's place. This is where I got some of my information about his work on the 
Dew Line. Evidently, he was a good fellow to work with - always cheerful and an amusing 
conversationalist. He died in 1974 from cancer. 
Postscript: Here's a harrowing account of something that happened to Sunny when he was 
five or six years old. He was walking through a field of grain to see what my father was doing 
with a binder. The grain was taller than he was, so, guided by the sound created by the horses and 
the binder, he walked in the direction that my father was working. As the crop was very heavy, 
my dad had to use a whip to make the horses go faster; otherwise, the binder would get plugged 
up. Dad didn't see Wilfred until the divider on the machine struck him on the knee, flinging him 
backward. If it had struck him on the back of his leg, he would have been thrown on the cutting 
bars of the harvester. Dad saw that he was bleeding, so he picked him up in his arms and took 
him to the house, where mother cleaned up the wound and bandaged it. Now wasn't that a close 
call, as he could have lost one or two legs below the knees! 
When it came to naming his children, my father would not permit the use of Christian names 
used by relatives. When Edna was born on June 19, 1928, my mother and I came up with the idea 
of circumventing his implacable dictum. We used the first two letters of his name - Eddie — and 
the last two letters of mother's name — Rosanna, to produce Edna. Father was never told of her 
conspiracy. 
Edna was a cheerful and talkative girl. Her room was plastered with pictures of 
Hollywood female stars. When she was eleven years old, she told me that she thought that I 
should have gone to Hollywood and become a movie idol, rather than being an ordinary 
policeman. She had never seen me in my red serge RCMP uniform or seen a movie of Nelson 
Eddy. 
In early October 1940, Edna suddenly developed severe stomach cramps. These doubled 
her over for several days, but she would not agree to see a doctor. When she became unconscious, 
she was taken to Dr. Wright's clinic in Athabasca. She was diagnosed as having a ruptured 
appendix. As the doctor applied a sedative, possibly chloroform, she died. The clinic stated that 
Edna proved to be allergic to this drug, something the doctors didn't realize until it was too late. 
But how else could they have saved her life, considering the tools available to them at that time? 
Edna was buried in the family plot in the public cemetery near Athabasca. 
Neighbours 
Terrence "Terry" ShilHngton 
I've decided to write up what I remember about our neighbours and try to avoid making 
scurrilous or libellous comments, so I will have to stick to the facts. That will come hard as my 
memory at this stage of my life is apt to desert me when I need it most. 
We have to start somewhere, so I'm going to write about Terrence "Terry" Shillington. I 
dimly remember talking to him several times. He was an amiable, good-humoured, small man 
who owned a quarter section of land adjoining ours. He was of Irish parentage, although he was 
born in England. He came to Canada around 1908 or 1909. Why he chose to live in the Athabasca 
area, I don't know. 
I speculate that he came from a well-bred, well-to-do family, but he was an alcoholic. The 
family shipped him off to Canada with a small pension, and as he never acknowledged any 
correspondence, they eventually cut off his remittance. Men like this were known as "remittance 
men." Another neighbour of ours was a Lord Kendrick, another alcoholic who returned to 
England at the outbreak of World War I.. Prior to leaving he sold his place to my uncle George 
Shank. 
To make ends meet, Terry learned how to make and sell home brew, which was always in 
demand as it was pretty good stuff - and cheap too. However, the federal government paid agents 
to enforce the provisions of the Customs and Excise Act. On one occasion, my father was in town 
and noticed a very tall man who was one of those hated Customs and Excise tax collectors. He 
was soon on his way to warn Shillington that he might be raided. I don't know if the "revenuers" 
ever searched his place, which at the time was located five or six miles from town. 
I don't know where or when Shillington died, unlamented except by his faithful 
customers, who knew his stuff was good and that they were not likely to be poisoned by it. I've 
known two people who went blind from drinking homebrew. One was a doctor and the other a 
pharmacist - people whom you'd think would know better. 
Joe La Clare was born in Quebec in 1853 and, at an early age, worked his way westward, 
reaching Athabasca Landing in 1905. A few history books of this area indicate that he was a well-
known farmer. He homesteaded on a quarter section around that time, about one-half mile from 
our farm. To become the owner of this land, Joe had to cultivate and grow crops on at least ten 
acres for three years. The government would then issue a certificate of ownership. Joe did all this, 
but he didn't own any horses or other animals in the latter years of his life. He was essentially a 
trapper, and I remember that one outside wall of his log house was covered with a few pelts 
curing in the sun. 
When Joe selected this homestead, he chose it because it had a natural spring bubbling 
from the ground. He showed some ingenuity by installing a ten-foot wooden trough that carried 
the water to a pail. The water wasn't all that good, as it contained a good deal of iron particles. 
Scientists have recently discovered that the ingestion of too much iron is not good for you. 
Perhaps this contributed to Joe's death. 
On one occasion, I noticed a small shrub growing near Joe's house and I asked him where 
he had found it. He told me that while he was trapping in the Pembina Valley in Manitoba, he 
came across some bushes bearing small red berries that were good to eat. He put a few of the 
seeds in his packsack and later planted them. One seedling grew into the bush I was looking at. 
This shrub is now known as the Pembina Cherry. Horticulturists have developed a number of 
improved strains of this plant. 
Now back to Joe. He once caught a skunk and ate the animal. He said that it was good to 
eat. However, the skunk's pungent odour persisted both inside and around his house. I should 
know, as I was there once when he was skinning a skunk. 
My dad told me that one year Joe had suffered an acute case of appendicitis and was told 
that he would have to be chloroformed and put to sleep so the doctor could perform the 
operation. Joe said he'd never heard of chloroform and wouldn't allow anyone to use it on him. 
So he proceeded to consume a bottle of whisky and was wide awake but drunk while the doctors 
took out his appendix. He was a tough cookie. 
I don't know how Joe spent the last years of his life. There is no photo of him that I know 
of. Here's my memory of the physical description of this bachelor: Very white skin, 5' 10" tall, 
slim build, probably weighed about 140 pounds. He avoided contact with the opposite sex. That 
might have been due to an unfortunate liaison before 1905, or by preference. 
Until I was fourteen, I went to a small, one-room schoolhouse. The teacher, usually a new one 
each year, taught Grades 1 to 8. The local farmers would send their kids to school until they 
reached the compulsory age of fourteen. After that, the kids would work on the farm. This was 
the case with the four Labouski siblings - one girl and three boys. I doubt i f they ever got beyond 
Grades 3 or 4. 
One Sunday, the Labouski boys and I got together and, as a prank, decided to raid a 
neighbour's garden to steal a few peas. We crept under a fence and had just gone a few feet when 
two dogs started barking. We got out of there in a hurry. A few minutes later, on reaching the 
kitchen door, my mother asked, "Have you been bothering the neighbours?" I reluctantly 
admitted my guilt. To this day, I don't know how my mother was so alert. 
On another Sunday, John Labouski and I got together and decided to do a bit of hunting. 
There was a slight dusting of snow on the ground. We located a ruffed grouse in a copse of 
willows. We were armed with single-shot .22 rifles. John was on the other side of some willows, 
approximately at right angles to where I was standing. Immediately after I shot the grouse, he 
came up to me and said, "You shot me!" A bullet had richoted and lodged in the skin under his 
left eye. I had no trouble removing it. John was left with a small black spot, which he saw every 
time he looked in the mirror, to remind him of the time he stopped a bullet. I wonder how he 
explained it to his parents. 
The father, Wasyl, was standing at the back end of a load of hay when the horses suddenly 
moved forward. He fell backward to the ground and was unconscious for a few seconds. My 
father, who was up front, heard a commotion and noise at the back, so he went to see what it was 
all about. After the injured man had had a bit of a rest, they were able to proceed. The elder 
Labouski was a short, stockily built man, who would froth at the mouth when excited. He died a 
tragic death - trampled to death by a bull. 
The youngest boy, Steve, joined up as a private at the outbreak of World War II and 
returned to help on the family farm. He was an active member of the Canadian Legion. 
William and Richard Peckham 
Two of our neighbours - William " B i l l " Peckham and his nephew, Richard "Dick" Peckham -
lived on a quarter section south of us. A public road divided us. They had a small house close to 
the road, but a grove of trees prevented anyone from seeing the house. As far as I know, no one 
was ever invited on the property or in the house. They were a pretty reclusive pair. 
Bi l l the older of the two. He had been a clog dancer and entertainer in London, England, 
before emigrating to Canada before the World War I. He was a small, wiry fellow with a full 
beard. Richard - nearly six feet tall, handsome, and blond - like Bi l l had no interest in women, 
but was a courteous, well-educated individual. At the time, he was the only person who could 
cany the responsibility involved with maintaining the records and financial transactions needed 
to operate a rural school, a job that was his until he died. 
When I was about thirteen years old, I was on my way home from school when a school 
mate and I conspired to creep under the Peckhams' barbed-wire fence to have a look at their 
house. We had advanced only a few yards when Bi l l Peckham appeared out of woods, eyes 
blazing and shouting imprecations. We made a hunied retreat. Unknown to me, my father had 
seen us coming out of the Peckhams' property. I had been told to leave our neighbours strictly 
alone. A l l of a sudden, my father was raining blows to my backside with a wooden stick and 
shouting, "I told you to leave those people alone!" 
Some years later, my father heard a man shouting for help at the Peckhams, about 400 
yards away. He walked over to find Bi l l outside, frail and feeble. Bi l l told my father that Dick 
had died several days previously. The stench of death was pervasive. After reassuring Bi l l that he 
would make the burial anangements, my father took him to the hospital in Athabasca, where he 
died two days later. 
My brother Leo is the present owner of the former Peckham homestead. No physical 
objects remain to remind us of them. Leo imagines that he occasionally hears phantom voices 
when he is gardening. He feels that the Peckhams are still keeping a watchful eye on their former 
home site. 
Peter and Sophie Langley came to Canada in 1910, and took up land near Colinton, Alberta. They 
had two boys, Edgar and Gustav, and two girls, all of whom went to Tawatinaw School at the 
same time I did. Peter Langley was a very good carpenter and, to a lesser extent, a farmer. He 
built a log house and did carpentry work for others, but as was the case for most of his 
neighbours, it was a struggle for Peter to make a living. 
In 1921 or 1922, a tragic accident took Gustav's life. He and Edgar were out hunting, 
walking through the bush with Edgar in the lead. Edgar was carrying his .22 rifle on his shoulder; 
a branch caught the trigger, and Gustav was shot in the stomach. He was taken to the nearest 
doctor at Athabasca, but he died on the way there. A few days later, the funeral was held in the 
Anglican church in Athabasca. I was one of the pall bearers, an experience I have never 
forgotten. 
Another thing I remember about Edgar was the time at school when he got down on the 
floor and demonstrated how easy it was to learn how to swim using the breaststroke. I doubt i f he 
could swim at all, and he probably would have drowned under real conditions. 
Edgar married, raised a family, and like his father, Peter, lived to a ripe old age. Peter was 
over ninety when he passed away, thus proving that hard work never killed anyone. 
The Kolbinson family lived on a farm, near Kindersley, Saskatchewan. I don't really know when 
they came there. I met them through my wife, Mary, who was a very good pianist and involved in 
the musical life of the community from 1942 to 1949, while 1 was stationed there as a member of 
the RCMP. 
Steve Kolbinson was the father of Stuart Kolbinson and the grandfather of another Stuart. 
Steve was a fairly good violin player and began collecting antique violins. These instruments 
were then valued in the thousands of dollars, as they were extremely rare, and in some cases the 
owners would not part with them at all. Steve turned the farm over to his eldest son, Stuart, and 
bought a house in Saskatoon. He then scoured the world purchasing old Stradivarius and 
Guarneri violins, which were made in the eighteenth century. He must have spent a bundle 
insuring these instruments. I don't know when Steve died or what happened to his estate. 
Steve's son, Stuart, showed an interest playing the organ. In his teens he spent three 
winters in Quebec working with Casavant Freres, famous organ builders, who were engaged 
worldwide in installing organs in many cathedrals. Stuart built his own organ, albeit a small one, 
on the family farm. 
Grandson Stuart, played the piano decently well and married a violinist. Unfortunately, 
the marriage didn't last. I don't know any more about his life except that he is still alive and 
living in Sidney, B C . 
Ben Zivot, M.D. 
While stationed at Kindersley, Saskatchewan, from 1942 to 1949, my doctor was a Dr. Zivot. He 
came from Winnipeg, where the family name was Zivotosky. He shortened it to Zivot. There was 
one other doctor in town. While Zivot rarely sent out invoices for his services, the other doctor 
would use a lawyer to collect unpaid accounts. 
Dr. Zivot was also the official coroner. On one occasion, he and I were called to 
investigate a sudden death in Flaxcombe, a small hamlet about ten miles north of Kindersley. We 
had to go by sleigh pulled by a team of horses. It took us over two hours to get there, and after 
completing our investigation, which took about an hour, and finding that the death was due to a 
heart attack and as coroner he issued a Death Certificate and we left for home. It was very cold, 
at least -10°F. Dr. Zivot sat immobile by the driver in the front seat. Several times, I had to get 
out and walk behind the sleigh to avoid frozen feet. 
One evening, a friend of mine who was employed by the CNR became very i l l with a 
severe stomach ache. The young doctor employed by the company to look after sick or injured 
employees decided that my friend had had an acute appendix attacK, and he decided to operate. 
He called Dr. Zivot because he needed an anaesthetist to perform the operation. Dr. Zivot felt 
that my friend did not need the operation and suggested that it be delayed for a day or two, but 
the younger doctor insisted that it was an emergency and that the operation had to be done 
immediately. The operation disclosed a perfectly healthy appendix, but the company doctor said 
that they might as well take it out in case it became infected in the future. As my friend was over 
sixty years of age, he suffered a severe shock and nearly died on the operating table. 
On another occasion, I volunteered to give blood to a woman who had had a miscarriage. 
At that time, blood transfusions were done from person to person. Our young doctor was in 
charge. As my veins are located deep in my arm, on some occasions the blood comes out very 
slowly. In an effort to inject humour into the situation, the doctor remarked that he had better 
things to do than wait on me. I was lying down at the time, next to the sick woman. I sat up and 
said, "I'm getting the hell out of here!" He replied, "I was only joking. Please, let's finish the 
operation," which we did. 
One day, I mentioned to Dr. Zivot that a certain surgeon in Winnipeg was earning a 
reputation as an outstanding surgeon. Zivot's cynical response was, "He should be. He's killed 
enough people." 
A few years after I left Kindersley (1949), Dr. Zivot suffered a near fatal heart attack, so 
he had to quit his practise. The community learned that he was broke, so they raised several 
thousand dollars as a parting gift. 
The next time I met Dr. Zivot was in 1968 when he was employed by the federal 
government at Somass, BC. It was near five o'clock and he was alone when I dropped in to see 
him. He insisted that my driver and I stay for supper. He soon had bacon and eggs cooking, and 
we had an excellent meal. There is nothing exceptional about this except that he was a Jew, and 
the Jewish faith strictly prohibits eating non-kosher meat. Before I left, he predicted that I would 
become the commissioner of the RCMP. That proved to be way off the mark. 
Dr. Zivot was married to a tall, blonde woman of Finnish heritage, who was employed as 
a nurse. They had a boy and a girl who went to school in Kindersley. The boy graduated in 
Toronto with an arts degree and the daughter followed her mother into the nursing profession. 
I lost touch with Dr. Zivot and never saw him again after saying good night to him in 
Somass. He was a very compassionate and caring individual - a credit to his profession.. 
William "Shorty" Marsden 
William "Shorty" Marsden was the janitor who looked after the town hall in Melville, 
Saskatchewan. It was a brick, two-storey building with a basement and living quarters for the 
janitor and his family. It also had two steel cells to hold prisoners. 
On assuming the duties of policing the town of Melville on August 15, 1937, the R C M P 
used these cells to hold drunks and prisoners overnight until they appeared before a magistrate. I 
recall picking up a farmer, who was lying in a snow bank "dead drunk." He had over $2000 cash 
in his possession. He was placed in an unlocked cell overnight. The next morning he had sobered 
up and went home. 
Shorty was an appropriate nickname as he was barely five feet tall. He was a Cockney 
bom in England, so we had to listen carefully to understand what he was saying. 
'We had to place a guard on every prisoner lodged in the cells in case they tried to injure 
themselves. This was a waste of time for a policeman, so Shorty was hired quite often as a guard. 
He was more than willing to take on this work to supplement his rather small monthly cheque. He 
was only paid three dollars an hour. 
In most cases, after seeing the prisoner safely locked in, Shorty would go back to bed and 
got paid for it. Sweet dreams. 
On one occasion, a person whom we had arrested complained about being handled 
unnecessarily roughly by us. He turned to Shorty who had witnessed the whole affair and said, 
"You saw this. I'm making a complaint and calling you as a witness." Shorty replied, "I didn't 
see anything." 
Chris Perdicarus 
I don't know when Chris Perdicarus came to Melville, Saskatchewan, but it was probably in the 
early 1920s. He and a cousin became owners of the White Lunch Cafe. Perdicarus was a short, 
genial, roly-poly sort of fellow who treated his patrons with respect and served wholesome food. 
As the six members of the RCMP detail were nearly all single members, they were frequent 
patrons. 
Chris told me he always recognized an RCMP officer when he came into the cafe dressed 
in civilian clothes, because when the officer closed the door behind him, he would pause for a 
second or two and look the place over before proceeding to a booth. At that time, most 
restaurants had several booths accommodating four persons and affording privacy. A high-
ranking police officer from Regina often dropped in for a cup of coffee. Chris would fill his cup 
half full of Scotch, topped off with coffee. Unless you had a very keen nose, the coffee was to all 
appearances the same as that served to other customers. Chris didn't serve this concoction to 
local members of the force. How do I know all this? Chris told me about it many years later when 
the law did not apply because of the time limitation on prosecution had expired. 
Chris was married to a Polish woman who had worked for him as a waitress. They had 
two boys. The elder served in the R C A F during World War II and later graduated as a lawyer and 
established a practice in central Alberta. The younger boy resembled his father physically but was 
very mischievous. He too went on to become a lawyer and joined his brother in Alberta. 
I digress to tell this story. One morning, an elderly lady came into the R C M P office and 
complained that her husband was oversexed. In the morning, when she went to make breakfast in 
the kitchen, he would follow her, lift her dress, and attack her from the rear. She wanted to know 
if the R C M P could do something to protect her from these assaults. I had to admit there was not 
much we could do as it was his word against hers. 
A number of times, a railway conductor and a brakeman would come into the cafe and 
throw their suitcases behind the counter, telling Chris that they were in a hurry to get on with 
their jobs but would be in later to pick up the suitcases. Out of curiosity, Chris peaked in the 
suitcases and found them full of money. Sometime later, these men were involved in a bank hold-
up in the United States where the bank teller was shot dead. The Canadians were arrested and 
later hung for the crime. The money they had made in previous robberies was never recovered. 
What happened to it is still a mystery. 
This gang once robbed a bank in Regina, and the bank teller was fired, probably for some 
laxity on his part. Several years later, the bank teller was accepted as a member of the RCMP and 
after twenty years of service, he was promoted to the rank of sergeant. The wheels of fate keep 
moving. 
I was in charge of the Melville detachment when I was transferred to Ottawa in 
September 1951 for duty on the Royal Tour. Another sergeant was transferred to Melville to be 
temporarily in charge while I was away. On several occasions, he parked the police car on Main 
Street on Saturday nights, when a lot of pedestrian traffic took place. He would have a friend 
with him and presumably did some imbibing, contrary to the Liquor Act and the R C M P rules and 
regulations. He occasionally called the RCMP constable on duty over to the car and proceeded to 
upbraid him for some perceived carelessness about his deportment and/or his uniform. This 
appears to have been done to impress his friend how diligent he was attending to his duties. 
When I returned from my tour of duty in Ottawa, I was told by one of the constables that 
they were sure glad that I was back. This surprised me as I had a reputation for being somewhat 
strict and demanding; they knew where they stood with me, as I didn't hesitate to tell them off i f 
they did anything wrong and praised them when they did their duties well. 
Back to Chris. He was a Liberal supporter and presumably contributed to the party's war 
chest at election time. He had some influence with the Honourable James Gardiner, who was for 
a time premier of the province of Saskatchewan and later Minister of Agriculture in Ottawa for a 
number of years. He was a short, unimpressive-looking man, but an eloquent speaker. He never 
achieved his ambition of becoming prime minister of Canada. I was introduced to him on the 
front steps of the hotel in Melville. 
In conclusion, I can say that Chris Perdicarus, an impecunious Greek when he arrived in 
Canada, contributed a lot to his adopted country by sheer hard work and good public relations. 
Gerald "Gerry" McNulty 
I have met many men in my lifetime, but Gerald "Gerry" McNulty was one of the kindest, most 
loveable men I have ever met. He wasn't physically all that impressive - about five foot, ten 
inches tall; weighed in at about 160 pounds, and had blond hair, a mustache, and a ready smile. 
Gerry enjoyed playing bridge, and that's how we met - at the local bridge club sessions 
every Thursday at the Brinkworthy Recreation Centre. We also played in each others' homes 
until his physical condition deteriorated due to cancer, so that he could not longer sit up in a 
chair. 
He had been a professional firefighter, rising to the rank of captain in the Burnaby Fire 
Department, but he was pensioned off after thirty years of service due to ill health. 
On his retirement, Gerry and his wife purchased some seafront acreage on Salt Spring 
Island and converted an old run-down house into a comfortable home, where one could sit and 
watch the ferry and other ships travelling to and from Victoria. 
Gerry was a good carpenter and mechanic and spent several years purchasing old 
Mustangs and selling them, looking and running as if they were new. He also purchased a good 
size motorboat and joined the local boat club on Beddis Road. He stayed on for two years, but 
resigned because most of the members were also heavy social drinkers. He had abstained from 
drinking any liquor for several years and felt that in the boat club atmosphere he might fall off 
the wagon. 
Annora Brown 
In the fall of 1955, at Lethbridge, Alberta, we went to a meeting where the speaker, Annora 
Brown, illustrated her talk on the wild flowers of southern Alberta. I approached her after the 
meeting and told her that I was the O.C. R C M P for the Lethbridge subdivision, which included 
Fort Macleod where she lived. She informed me that her father had been a member of the N W M P 
from 1880 to 1885. 
Sometime later, Miss Brown invited us to an evening dinner to celebrate her father's 
eighty-first birthday. Her father was most annoyed at Annora's use of flashbulbs when taking 
pictures of us and her father. She was an accomplished photographer. When her mother had a 
stroke, her father asked her to come home, as he could no longer manage alone. She was teaching 
art at the Mount Royal College in Calgary at the time. Several years later, her father died, and she 
chose to stay in Fort Macleod and make a living as a commercial artist, which included paintings 
of prominent Indian chiefs from the Blackfoot and Peigan Reserves for the Glenbow Foundation 
in Calgary. 
On the wall in my study is an oil painting of Chief Mountain by Annora. This mountain 
was revered by the Indians. It is located on the border with the United States, which owns most of 
it, and is included in the Waterton Lake International Park area. I also have two of Annora's 
watercolour pictures hanging in a prominent place in my room. One features a group of Shooting 
Stars (Dodecatheon) and the other Mountain Bluebells (Mertensia), which are only eight inches 
tall. 
Annora moved to Brentwood Bay, BC, with her friend Gordon, a professional 
photographer from Fort Macleod. They lived in separate houses. Their strange arrangement 
continued until Gordon moved out to live in urban Victoria. This was at a time when Annora was 
suffering from the early stages of cancer and needed help at home. She was hospitalized, and a 
few weeks before she died, I went to see her. She was still mentally alive and recognized me, but 
she could barely speak. A sad ending for such a noble person. 
Anyone wishing to know more about Annora Brown should read her book published in 
1981: Annora Brown - Sketches from Life. I understand that her first book, Old Man's Garden, 
published in 1954, has recently been reprinted and is available in bookstores. 
Robert Lyman Welliver - 1910 -1992 
I met the above on November 30, 1934, in the R.C.M.P. detachment at Edmonton, AB. when 
we enlisted in the Force for a term of five years. The next day we travelled by train to Regina, 
Sk. and began training to become policemen. 
After a few days in barracks Welliver was called "Butch", and although he didn't much like 
this sobrignet he accepted it with good grace, and it stuck to him long past his retirement from 
the Force in 1963. 
While living together in barracks, another recruit who fancied himself as a boxer, accosted 
me and said he would like to do a little sparring with me. Butch had witnessed this challenge, 
and one evening advised me that he had seen him in the gym looking for an opponent. I thought 
I might as well do it then and there. We faced off and after a few preliminary moves, I hit him 
on the chin and he went down hard, all, 6ft 3 inches of him. On my return to the barrack room 
Butch raised my hand and said "meet the "Killer". He then briefly explained to the others in the 
room what I had done. I have an odd first name so the nickname stuck to me while I remained 
in barracks until 1936, but re-emerged when Butch and I were posted to Melville, SK. until 
1941, when I was transferred to Kindersley, SK. and lost the nick-name. Some years later, Butch, 
while stationed at North Battleford, Sk. was again called by his conferes as Butch, but was also 
called "Bob" which is a common abbreviation of his first name Robert, and which he preferred. 
His wife, Helen, called him "Bob". 
I had moved to Salt Spring Island in 1969, and strangely enough Bob and Helen also moved 
here too. Aileen and I often played bridge with them on weekends. 
Bob served as a relieving magistrate for 15 years in Alberta after his retirement from the 
Force and before coming to Salt Spring to live out the rest of his days. 
Bob was 6'5" tall, 225 lbs, so was quite an imposing physical person. He had a pleasing 
baritone voice, and engaging personality. He liked a drink or two or on occasion a few more but 
1 never saw him drunk. He loved to gamble but only for small amounts. No reckless sums were 
involved. 
He was a very good curler and golfer, and toured the local links until he became physically 
unable to play this game. 
During a conversation, and as a certain subject was ended he would sum it up with these 
words "Then came the dawn". I have never comprehended the meaning of those words. 
To sum up, Bob was a good man who never knowingly hurt anyone during his lifetime. 
Alice Walzchuk 
I became acquainted with the above, at Prince George, B.C. in 1959. She and her husband, 
George, were engaged selling flowers and vegetables. I was President of the local garden club 
1960-61 and to gain more publicity for the club contacted the editor of the local newspaper 
about carrying a weekly garden column. He welcomed the suggestion and offered to pay $5.00 
for each column. I put forward Mrs. Walzchuk's name. She started writing the column of 
gardening hints in March 1963, and she is still doing it today, nearly 40 years later. 
Alice was born June 12, 1920 in the vicinity of Winnipeg, M N . The family moved around a 
lot but she managed to get into high school before marrying George Walzchuk, January 25, 
1941, and moved to Prince George where her husband operated a small sawmill for several 
years. Times were tough and they had five children to feed, clothe and send to school. They 
started a market garden in 1954, and one of her sons is carrying on the family business. Over the 
years they have built several greenhouses, enabling them to sell garden produce throughout the 
year. 
A l l this hard work has taken its physical toll on Alice, and she now has a great deal of 
difficulty walking, but that doesn't deter her from driving her car. I understand that last year 
(2001), she drove her car from Prince George to Winnipeg and back, alone. That's what is 
commonly known as 'spunk'. 
By the way, her husband, George, died in 1979. She never re-married. 
This remarkable woman continues to amaze me, and no doubt her many friends too, by her 
cheerfulness and optimism every day of the year. She has a lot to boast about but never does. 
In conclusion I am going to quote from her book "Discovering Saurekraut", published 
privately in 1984; "This book is dedicated to my parents Alex and Margaret Hubersky who 
always believed I could do anything I wanted — . " 
I have no doubt made a number of mistakes in this narrative but as an excuse I must remind 
you I am 91 years of age. 
Careers and Skills 
Botanist 
In 1970,1 met R. D. Bird, Ph.D., on Salt Spring Island. Dr. Bird was an entomologist who had 
recently retired and became interested in botany to identify wild flowers on his property and 
elsewhere. He followed the scientific nomenclature, which I never completely understood. I had 
quite a few books on the subject and sent many plant specimens to the Botany Department of the 
Victoria Museum. Unfortunately, Dr. Bird died from a heart attack in 1972.1 lost a very good 
friend and instructor. 
I laboured on alone until I helped organize a group of citizens to produce a booklet in 
1982 entitled Wild/lowers of Sail Spring Island. It consisted of forty pages with black-and-white 
illustrations. We had about 500 copies printed and tried to sell them at $2.75 each, but without 
much success. I was a naive promoter, so the book received limited distribution. 
I nearly forgot to mention that while attending the University of Alberta in Edmonton in 
1932-33,1 took an introductory course on the fundamentals of botany, given by a resident 
professor. It was very technical in nature and, except for the limited time spent with a 
microscope, was a very boring subject. Our instructor ignored the male students, but seemed to 
be very interested and helpful with female students. He had a couch in his office, which gave us 
additional food for thought, and a smirk on our faces. 
Scouting 
When I was ten years old and living on a farm, I joined the Lone Scouts of America, Chicago, 
Illinois. This organization published a monthly or quarterly publication suggesting and illustrating 
activities that members might engage in at little or no expense. I belonged for two years, but had to 
give it up, as I was too busy with farming chores to be able to try out experiments such as starting a 
fire without a match. 
For many years, I have financially supported, off and on, the Boy Scouts of Canada. In recent 
years the Girl Guides, in some places, have merged with the Boy Scouts and Cubs. They go on 
hiking trips and other activities together. So far, they have separate sleeping quarters or tents. 
I have a rather sad story to tell about a member of the RCMP stationed in southern Alberta 
from 1953-57. It came to my attention that as a Scout Leader, he had enticed a young boy to sleep 
with him in a hotel room in the city of Lethbridge. He was charged in a criminal court, and after 
pleading guilty, he was sentenced to three years in jail. He was let out on probation after serving half 
that time. He held no malice towards me, and afterwards came to see me. I recall asking him if he 
had learned his lesson. He replied in the negative and went on to say it was an incurable disease of 
the mind and body. A year later, I was told by a prominent criminal lawyer in Calgary, that if this 
constable had come to see him before admitting his guilt, he would have won an acquittal for his 
client. Perhaps, but I don't think so. 
A Skipping Rope 
Skipping ropes are used not only by children for amusement but also by athletes to strengthen their 
legs and increase coordination. I didn't have any money to purchase the ball-bearing kind, so I had to 
use a little ingenuity to make one. 
So it was out into the bush I went and cut two small tree limbs about one inch thick and four 
inches long. Then I bored a hole of about one-half inch through each limb to allow a quarter-inch 
rope to turn within it. What I had assembled worked. I was able to do my exercise with it while I 
lived at home. I didn't become a fancy dancer like the professional boxers you see exercising on T V 
preparing for future fights. 
Carpenter 
As a teenager, I learned from my father how to use a saw, a square, and a level, while helping 
him repair one or two small granaries and erect some fences. While attending Olds College in 
Olds, Alberta, in 1927, we had several one-hour courses on the subject, but 1 found it quite boring 
because of my previous experience on the farm. 
In 1969, when I retired from the RCMP, we gutted an old house, which was to be our 
home for the next fifteen years. The previous owners had built the house from lumber taken from 
old buildings that had been part of an internment camp during World War I on Piers Island, near 
Sydney, BC. A scow was used to transport the lumber to the bottom of a 100-foot cliff leading up 
to where the house was to be built.. 
The previous owner, a farmer, was also a capable carpenter and made a decorative arch 
dividing the sitting room. We took this down and, having no use for it, burned it with other 
rubbish. We gutted the house and placed fibre insulation in the walls and attic. Mary took on the 
job of taking up the old fir flooring. In the process, she got a very sore thumb pulling out the 
nails, and it took months before the pain disappeared. That was her reward for a job well done. 
We hired a carpenter to do most of the renovations. Finally, we had a comfortable home. 
The previous owners had no heat in the house other than that produced by a small 
fireplace and a wood cook stove. We installed electric heating, as we wanted to be comfortable. 
In the following years, I was sporadically engaged making minor repairs, including some 
latticework in the front of the house. I became a handyman, which proved useful and saved us a 
lot of money. 
My second wife, Aileen, whose father built houses and apartments for a living, taught her 
how to be a proficient carpenter and painter. She can still hit a nail on the head without bending 
it, 99 percent of the time. 
Cook 
While attending the University of Alberta at Edmonton in 1932-33,1 had my first experience at 
cooking. I had lodgings the first two months at a United Church hostel, but I discovered that this 
was a luxury I couldn't afford and, besides, the reverend minister in charge had an overly 
affectionate nature, which gave me an uneasy feeling. He would tease me verbally and give me 
an occasional pat on the buttocks. 
I left to stay in a large boarding house where the entire top floor was occupied by five 
male students and myself. There was a two-burner gas stove with an oven for our use. One early 
riser cooked breakfast, which consisted of oatmeal and canned milk every day without fail. Some 
made sandwiches for lunch, but not me. We took turns making supper. My favourite item on the 
menu was boiled onions. On Saturdays, we would purchase our groceries, which cost us 
approximately $15 a week. 
I lived alone between 1984 and 1989 at Brinkworthy Place on Salt Spring Island, BC, in a 
24' x 60' trailer home. I did my own cooking, which often included making a pot of stew. After 
the first meal, the rest would be divided up into small portions, enough for one meal, and poured 
into one-half pint plastic containers. These were frozen and used as required. Hardly a gourmet 
meal, but wholesome and cost effective. I was fortunate when I married an accomplished cook -
Aileen. 
Cowboy 
One Sunday afternoon, when my parents were away and several boys our age were visiting with 
us, I suggested we try riding some of the young steers and heifers penned up in the barnyard. 
When I got on the first animal, it soon bucked me off. That might have been expected, as I had 
never done this before. I landed on a fresh cow pie. My mother would have to wash it, so I 
thought I would do away with the evidence. I dug a shallow hole and buried the soiled shirt in the 
nearby woods. 
When my dad came home he noticed the yearlings were quite agitated, and a few were 
sweating profusely. He said, "Who has been riding the fat off my cattle?" No answer. "If you 
fellows do it again there will be hell to pay." There is an old saying: "When the cat's away, the 
mice will play." Perhaps, in this case it should be "when Dad's away the boys will play". 
Entomologist 
A branch of zoology dealing with insects. While employed as a plot man at the Science Service 
Station in Beaverlodge, Alberta, from 1931 tol933,1 met Dr. (Lt. Col.) E. H. Strictland, head of 
the Entomology Department, University of Alberta at Edmonton. He was trying to find a method 
to control or eliminate an extremely hardy worm, commonly known as wirewonn, that was 
damaging cereal crops. 
I remember that we had several acres on my dad's farm near Athabasca where this insect, 
travelling below the surface of the ground and following the drill rows, would kill emerging 
wheat plants. My dad thought that, by seeding one bushel of grain one way and another the other 
way, he might be able to reduce the damage. I don't think it was worth the time and trouble. 
While attending university in 1932-33,1 took a course on entomology, which I enjoyed 
and in which I achieved an 80 percent final mark. Later, Dr. Strictland supplied me with all the 
supplies needed to collect numerous varieties of ichneumon flies, which look more like 
mosquitos than flies. They bore into the wheat stem and lays their eggs, which hatch into tiny 
grubs that damage the plant's reproductive parts. I spent two summers with a net running them 
down and, when dried, stuck a pin through their abdomens and mounted them in a box, row on 
row. 
At the end of the season, the box of flies was shipped to Dr. Strictland, who identified the 
species. He returned the boxes to the station, which put them on public display. I wonder if they 
are still there or in some cupboard, or if they were thrown out as junk by an educated fool. 
Firefighter 
When I was fifteen, my father, who held two voting shares in the United Grain Growers Elevator 
Company, was able to get me a job for one day sweeping out the railway boxcars and parts of the 
elevator where horse-drawn wagons and trucks dumped their loads. The manager would take 
several samples as the grain was unloaded, and then go back to his office and test it to determine 
the moisture and protein content, which gave the agent the information he needed to determine 
the grade and price for each load of grain. 
The testing apparatus used alcohol as a fuel. On the occasion of my one-day job, the 
manager accidentally caused a fire. I rushed into the elevator, took a fire extinguisher hanging by 
the door, and handed it to the agent, who put out the blaze. It probably saved the building. The 
agent was so upset, he forgot to thank me for my part in the drama. Incidentally, there was no 
repeat performance, and only recently was the elevator demolished. 
P.S. I got five dollars for working that day. 
When I was about ten years old, I asked my father to help me build a small window box, which I 
hung under the main window and in which I put in a few flower seeds. They came up OK but 
eventually died because I didn't water them properly. 
M y mother always had a vegetable garden. One year, I remember mother even grew 
several ripe cantaloupes. Quite an achievement at that northern latitude, 100 miles north of 
Edmonton. My father did the weeding. That spring, I asked him for a small plot to grow flowers, 
which was granted, but I didn't look after it. One evening, I went to see how things were growing, 
only to find all my flowers gone. My father said he thought they were weeds, but I always felt he 
wanted to teach me a lesson that a garden had to be weeded regularly. 
I did not grow any flowers until after my marriage to Mary Roberts in 1942, who 
suggested we do so. In the year 2002 at ninety-one years of age, I am still gardening, albeit 
restricted by having to work in a wheelchair. I am able to do a lot of weeding among the flowers 
in raised beds. 
I have outlined, in some detail, my involvement in gardening in my book Memories of a 
Mountie, pages 109-11. 
Joker 
In 1927, while I was involved in a PT class at Olds College, our instructor, who weighed about 
180 pounds, bent over to demonstrate an exercise when his defenceless rear end hove into view. I 
couldn't resist giving him the boot, sending him head first into the mat. He got up, gave me a 
funny look, but never said a word. Many years later I called on him in Hawaii, and he brought the 
subject up, as it apparently still rankled in his mind. He said, "You're the only student I ever had 
to kick me in the ass!" While I thought it pretty funny at the time, I'm not very proud of it now. 
In 1952, at the RCM.P training centre in Regina, our class, mostly senior NCOs and 
several inspectors, were being instructed by the sergeant major on the use of gas as a defensive 
weapon in riots. As I recall, the cannister was about the size and shape of a Coca Cola can. The 
instructor threw the can in an overhead motion some hundred feet away. It occurred to me to 
open my can and direct it towards the instructor to see what effect the gas would have on him. 
The result was electrifying; when the gas began to float towards the instructor's parked vehicle, 
he hurried to move it as the gas is known to attach itself to clothing and upholstery, and it takes 
days before its presence fades away. The demonstration came to an abrupt end. A few of my 
fellow officers sniggered at my joke, but I was the only one who had a good laugh out of it. 
Fortunately, no one snitched on me; otherwise, I would have received a reprimand from my 
superiors. 
Librarian 
In 1970,1 attended the annual general meeting of the Mary Hawkins Memorial Library. 
One item of business was the election of a member to the library board. George Wells was 
nominated, but at the last moment a board member turned to me and asked if I would agree to let 
my name stand for the vacancy. I agreed and much to my surprise, as I was a relative newcomer 
to the island, I was elected. Wells was very disappointed at the outcome, but this did not affect 
his dedication to the organization. He picked up the mail at the post office in the morning and 
opened the library for business at 10:00 a.m. He took the morning shift on every working day, 
until some years later when his health declined to a point where he could no longer work. 
Incidentally, when he died he left $25,000 to the library with no strings attached. A considerable 
sum. 
As a member of the board, I had to learn what my duties were. The board chairman was a 
Mr. Sharp, a very amiable person, but one who never showed up at the meeting with an agenda, 
so the meetings were, as the saying goes, a hit or miss affair. I obtained a copy of the constitution 
and set my mind on revising it, which I did, and it was approved by the board. 
We all knew that Mr. Sharp had a bad heart, but it was still an unnerving event when he 
died suddenly. At the next meeting, I was elected chairman and held that position for the next 
two years. I might have stayed longer, but I have always felt that that was long enough at the 
helm. No one is indispensable, and besides a change of leadership often produces a change for 
the better, although this is not always the case. 
When I became chairman, at the first meeting, I delegated various duties to the other five 
directors. When I was through, a diminutive but feisty lady asked: "Now, what are you going to 
do, Mr. Shank?" I assured her that I would be kept busy seeing that everyone else did his or her 
job. In those early years, the chainnanship was usually held by a man, although the majority were 
women. This has gradually changed since then, and I'm glad to say I agree with equality of the 
sexes. 
In the early years, government funds for libraries came under the jurisdiction of a crusty 
old bureaucrat in Victoria. He had a small office in the municipal hall. I recall that I and the 
secretary-treasurer of the board made several trips to Victoria to discuss outstanding matters with 
him. We were usually able to convince him that what we were doing was correct. 
In conclusion, I would like to pay tribute to the many volunteers who have, over the years, 
contributed many, many hours of work to make the library what it is today. 
I was employed as a government weed inspector during the summer in 1930 at Cold Lake, 
Alberta. M y father purchased a used Star sedan for me to do my job. Only people who were 
living around 1920 will recall this particular make of car. The company who manufactured it 
went broke and out of business. 
After several weeks on the job, the valves of the car started to knock. I had little money, 
so I decided to overhaul the valves myself. The top of the engine block had to come off to get at 
the four valves. The head of each valve seat had to be ground so that it would operate smoothly. 
This process was done by using a hand drill and a grinding compound to provide a smooth finish. 
When done, I put the cover back on, and the car was as good as new. Well, sort of. 
Later that summer, the cylinder rods started to knock ominously. I drove into a fanner's 
yard, and he graciously agreed to let me work on the car. He also invited me to have lunch with 
his family. I had to jack the car up so I could remove the oil pan to get at the rods. After I had 
tightened up the loose rods and put the oil pan back in place, I was able to get on the road again.. 
When my contract ended, I was on my way home when the steering rod came apart. 
Luckily, I was travelling over a section of the road that slowed me down to less than five miles an 
hour. I found a piece of bale wire in my tool kit, which enabled me to tie the parts together well 
enough to reach home. A "haywire outfit" as it was called in those days. 
In April of 1948,1 was temporarily in charge of the R C M P detachment at Yellowknife, 
NWT. On my second day there, I found that the typewriter was in such poor shape it was barely 
usable.. There was nothing to do but to try and fix it, which I did. 
In 1970, living on Salt Spring Island, our old Underwood typewriter became practically 
unusable. I cleaned it up so it was like new. My wife, Mary, was proud enough of me to proclaim 
me "a mechanical genius." Well, not quite, but I ' ll take the compliment. 
Miner 
There is a saying: It's not what you know but whom you know when it comes to landing a job. In 
October 1934,1 quit my job as an employee of the Agriculture Station at Beaverlodge, Alberta, 
for personal reasons to try something else. A friend who knew the secretary to the manager of the 
mine at Anyox, near Stewart, B C , was able to get me a job in the mine. I went by train to Prince 
Rupert and from there by coastal steamer to Anyox. This was a company town. No one was 
allowed to disembark without a job or official permission. No unemployed were allowed in this 
company town. 
Most of the employees were housed in barrack-like wooden buildings. Meals and washing 
facilities were supplied, but the cost was deducted from the pay cheques. New employees were 
given a crash course in first aid and what to do in an emergency. I can't remember how deep the 
miners had to go to work, but likely 1000 feet or more. 
On my first day I was dropped off near a mine car and told to fill it. To make a long story 
short, when coupling an ore car to the engine, the operator, new on the job, pushed a lever 
prematurely, which resulted in my thumb being split to the bone. It took about three weeks to 
heal. I went back to work and on one occasion got lost for a while in the old workings. 
In the middle of November, I received a notice from the R C M P that I would be accepted 
into the force i f I passed the physical test. Boy, was I glad to put that shovel away for the last 
time. I left Anyox and reported to the R C M P in Edmonton and was accepted as a recruit, an 
association that lasted thirty-five years. 
Naturalist 
A naturalist is a person who enjoys the outdoors and living organisms and who also promotes 
initiatives to preserve our environment. I was one of the original group who got together on Salt 
Spring one evening at a private home to form a society for the protection of wildlife on the 
island, with an emphasis on birds. I can't recall the exact date, but it was possibly in 1970 or 
1971. We later joined a provincial umbrella organization known today as the B.C. Naturalists. As 
a local rep, my wife, Mary, and I attended district and provincial meetings for many years. They 
were usually pretty dull affairs, mainly concerned with internal finances and sending long-winded 
resolutions to the provincial government on environmental subjects. The powers that be always 
promised to look into it, but rarely took any positive action. 
Today, the local society has a large membership, but is mainly concerned with organizing 
walks on the island, divided into three categories: "hikers" who are able-bodied and set a brisk 
pace; "walkers" who can't keep up with the hikers; and "ramblers", who have disabilities but 
who still like to get out in the fresh air and socialize. 
"The study of birds is a fascinating hobby/' This line and additional information may be found in 
The Birds of Canada by W. Earl Godfrey. 
I have belonged to several societies across Canada devoted to the study of birds. I recall 
going with a group of knowledgeable birders to Point Pelee National Park in Ontario, which is 
known worldwide for the large number of birds that stop to rest on this peninsula on their way to 
their northern and Arctic breeding grounds. I was not disappointed with the number of bird 
species identified by our guide, visually or by their call notes. 
I have visited many federal and provincial parks in Canada that afford protection to many 
bird species during the breeding season, and in some cases year round. I feel that it would be very 
boring reading to list these areas, which may be obtained through naturalist clubs. 
Today, my wife Aileen and I feed wild birds on Salt Spring Island. They reward us by keeping 
our garden free from insects, and we enjoy their twitterings and songs every day of the year. 
Photographer 
I purchased my first camera in 1937 in Melville, Saskatchewan. It was a box camera and cost me 
about three dollars. Shortly after, I bought one with bellows, which moved on a track to 
accommodate varying distances. I got along with this until 1969, when I purchased a 35 mm 
Pentax and a 50 mm close-up lens. The latter takes pictures from as close as four inches. 
In 1983,1 started using several 35 mm automatic cameras producing colour prints which 
are easily mounted into albums. Technology is providing new films and gadgets every day. I still 
take photos, but as my hand is unsteady (shiver and shake), I manage to get only a few photos 
worth keeping. 
Incidentally, my wife, Aileen, has been using the old Pentax to take pictures of our garden 
and close-ups to enter in a yearly competition hosted by the local Garden Club. She has won a 
number of prizes while competing against professional photographers. I personally think it should 
be limited to amateurs. But no one has the guts to change it, and Aileen won't complain. 
Photography has provided me with a lot of pleasure in my lifetime. I have some ten 
thousand colored slides and prints, of which about half are catalogued for easy reference. How 
many times have you been shown photos with the identification resting only in the mind of the 
photographer? They are worthless when the photographer dies. 
Philanthropist 
Philanthropy is a love of people that is expressed in practical terms to promote the happiness and 
well-being of humanity. In the early seventies, a magazine article by a Christian organization 
asked for financial assistance to help orphaned boys in Kathmandu, Nepal. 1 thought I could spare 
a few dollars to that end, so I wrote them asking for the names of two boys. They responded, but 
regretfully I cannot remember their names. One was a very bright boy about ten years old, and the 
other was younger and a bit slow. I sent a cheque for fifty dollars to cover the cost of food, 
clothing, and housing for one year. The woman in charge sequestered the money, saying it was 
too much for only two boys and that she would use it to help other children in her care. 
This didn't sit too well with me. However, the older boy wrote each month to tell me all 
about his daily life. He attained a high school diploma and set his sights on becoming a bank 
teller. Jobs were not usually available to the peasant class, especially involving the handling of 
money. Woe to anyone making a mistake! 
My friend toiled diligently at his bank job, working up to eighteen hours a day to make 
sure he didn't make a mistake. A l l of a sudden, he stopped writing to me. At the time, there was a 
secret underground organization whose goal was to bring democracy to this small kingdom 
governed by a monarchy with a secret police force. Did my friend belong to the underground or 
did he escape with a bag full of money? I often speculate on what happened to him. A civil war is 
going on in that country today, with little prospects for peace between two very different 
ideologies. 
Public Speaker 
My first attempt at public speaking was at Olds, Alberta. In 1928,1 got up the courage to speak 
before a nomination meeting to elect a member, who would go to Edmonton to represent the 
youth branch of the United Farmers of Alberta (UFA) at the Party's annual convention in 
Edmonton. I won over a much older and long-time supporter. When I landed in Edmonton and 
bunked with a friend, I fell i l l and was unable to stop coughing all night long and most of the next 
day, too. When the convention was over, I returned to Olds and was promptly quarantined with a 
case of measles. It left me with a mastoid infection, which required an operation on my left ear 
and which cost my dad over $100 when times were tough. I believe he borrowed money to pay 
for it. I paid it back in 1932 when I got a job at thirty-five cents an hour. 
I eventually became a good extemporaneous public speaker, but lacked the ability to tell a 
joke. I usually had a sharp rejoinder for anyone bold enough, or silly enough, to disagree with me. 
Stamp Collector 
I became involved with this hobby while stationed in Ottawa from 1963 to 1965. I was away from 
home a lot on official RCMP duties, which left my wife, Mary, alone at home for days at a time. I 
thought that stamp collecting might keep her occupied mentally and help her pass away the time. 
I was transferred to Winnipeg in 1965 and stayed there until my retirement in 1969. Here, 
too, I was away from home attending to my duties as a chief superintendent in the RCMP. Mary 
continued with her stamp collecting, assisted by a knowledgeable friend. 
When we retired to Salt Spring Island in 1969, Mary gave up her hobby to concentrate on 
gardening. Several years later, she was hospitalized with Alzheimer's disease and died in 1996. 
In the meantime, stamp collecting was in abeyance until I took it up again in the 1990s 
and increased the value of our holdings. In 1998,1 sold the lot for $2,300 cash, but its retail value 
was about $10,000. 
My present wife, Aileen, began collecting stamps as a young girl and built up a good 
collection, which she eventually sold, but it destroyed any faith she had in the honesty of most 
stamp dealers. 
In the 1920s and 1930s, a company in Omaha, Nebraska, advertised extensively the possibility of 
making money as a taxidermist working at home. The company provided a correspondence course 
on the subject, including some materials required to do the job, such as wire of various dimensions 
and alum. 
In the winter of 1925,1 was not attending high school so I thought that perhaps this was a 
way to make a comfortable living in the future. I enrolled in the course and started preparing small 
birds, such as blue jays and robins, and two squirrels - the ordinary red and the so-called flying 
squirrel. The latter doesn't fly, but it has a large loose underbelly. It climbs to the top of a tree and 
jumps (sails) to the lower limb of an adjoining tree. This enables it to avoid running on the 
ground, as squirrels are a favourite prey of dogs, coyotes, and weasels. 
Several years later, I shot a large owl and prepared the skin for mounting. I began the 
rather delicate job of introducing a ball of excelsior material to replace what had been the bird's 
living body. This dummy had to be the same size or a little smaller than the living one. I was 
trying to be careful, but when I started to sew the skin together, I forced it a little and it split. In 
disgust at my clumsiness, I threw the bird on the floor. Mother picked it up, patiently reduced the 
amount of excelsior, and sewed it together. 
I found a small dried tree limb on which I mounted the owl. I inserted artificial eyes, and, 
voila, we had a lifelike-looking owl. But where to put it? Our house didn't have a suitable shelf for 
it. Dad took it to town and was able to convince the beer parlour manager at the Grand Union 
Hotel to place it on a high shelf where it remained for many years. In death, the owl was king of 
all it surveyed. If you looked at its eyes, they stared back and seemed to follow you out of the 
room. 
Thespian 
In 1931, a drama group was formed at Beaverlodge to raise money for a local charity. I didn't like 
acting, but I volunteered to help out with staging a play. It turned out that I would have to take a 
small part in the play with the village belle as my partner. This wasn't going to be so bad after all. 
We held a blanket up to our shoulders, and before we ducked behind it, I had to recite these 
immortal words: "Help us O Lord," or something like that. When the play ended, my career as a 
thespian was over. 
I became involved in the planning of the village of Ganges in 1973 as a member of the local 
planning association. A panel of three, including me, was appointed to draft a constitution and 
produce a plan for the development of the village. A professional town planner by the name of 
Drew Thorburn was hired to guide us and he attended most meetings. 
One of our recommendations was to limit the height of buildings, including homes, to 
twenty-six feet from ground level. We intended to have shops and professional people located on 
the ground floor to provide easy access to elderly people, but we didn't properly specify this. This 
was a serious error on our part as the merchants took over the ground floors, forcing professionals 
like doctors, lawyers, and dentists to occupy the upper floors. The lame and the old were frustrated 
again. How do you get a wheelchair-bound person up to the second floor? Our committee worked 
hard to find an equitable solution, but we were foiled by bureaucratic regulations and inertia. 
When my wife, Mary, showed signs of Alzheimer's disease in 1992,1 resigned from the 
planning association. I received a very complimentary letter from the committee, commending me 
for the work I had done to advance community planning. 
Trapper 
In the early 1920s, many farmers, including us, ate a wild rabbit known officially as the Northern 
Hare. I remember as a boy being shown how to set a snare to catch them. Unfortunately, they 
choked to death in their efforts to get out of the snare, which was made of a strand of thin copper 
wire. The rabbits would make trails through the woods, and the snares would be set to where they 
were likely to pass. 
My father gave us five cents for every rabbit we caught with the pelt in good condition. 
They had to be stretched and dried on a frame. When we had enough skins to make a blanket, my 
mother sewed them together. The blanket would crackle every time we moved, but it was very 
light and warm. I don't know how many years it lasted. This is another illustration of the ingenuity 
that a lack of money engendered. 
We also used steel traps to catch weasels, fur-bearing animals about the size of squirrels. 
They are very curious (which often proves fatal) and are caught in traps. A weasel would 
occasionally bite off a foot to escape from a trap. A more humane trap known as the Connibere 
trap was developed, but it never really caught on as a substitute for the steel trap, as it was a 
cumbersome thing to assemble and carry on the trapline. There have been several attempts made 
to prohibit the use of steel traps but without success. Cruelty to wild animals continues to this day. 
Wild - and Tame - Things 
Garden Friends and Enemies 
I do not have any love for snakes per se, but I recognize their value in helping us keep down a 
variety of pests in the garden. Several snakes find sanctuary on our own place. Their greatest 
threat is being run over by a lawnmower or eaten by hungry crows. 
One summer Sunday, in the early 1930's while hiking with a friend at Beaverlodge, 
Alberta, I found a garter snake. I gingerly picked it up and carried it to a shack occupied by 
myself and a fellow worker by the name of Crawford. I placed the snake in his bed. He came in 
much later, and as he got into bed, he found the snake and threw it on the floor and stomped on it. 
He wasn't pleased by my practical joke and said so. 
While in a public park in Lethbridge in the early fifties, enjoying the scenery and 
photographing wild flowers, I heard an unusual noise, and there was a rattlesnake coiled up in the 
grass, also enjoying the sunny day. I can assure you 1 lost no time leaving the area. Rattlesnakes 
are quite common in southern Alberta and in the Okanagan area of British Columbia. 
On Salt Spring, gardeners are well acquainted with slugs and snails. The slugs are divided 
into three main species. One is small, grey and about an inch long. A second is an imported black 
slug up to five inches long, which makes itself at home in the garden and causes a lot of damage. 
The third, a large indigenous slug that normally makes its home in forested areas but occasionally 
ventures into gardens, is known as the "banana slug," possibly because of a fanciful resemblance 
to a banana. It often reaches a length of six inches. 
This summer (2001), a salamander, also known as an alligator lizard, wandered onto our 
cement patio. Seemingly dead by the house wall, it suddenly came to life when I touched it and 
disappeared under a hedge. I haven't seen one since. 
When the weather is mild, we are often serenaded by little tree frogs about an inch long. 
We are lucky to have some around. One day I found one, quite by accident, hiding under the 
leaves of a potted plant in the greenhouse. I managed to capture it and let it go outside. 
Believe it or not. A tree frog died from drowning in a thirty-gallon plastic banel used to 
collect rainwater. The outside of the banel is rather rough, but the inside has a polished surface. 
The suction cups on the frog's feet could not grip the surface, so the poor fellow swam round and 
round until exhausted and drowned. After this happened, I placed an old axe handle in the 
container, which enables the frog to get out. We once found a songbird dead in the barrel, so now 
we keep a wire cover on it. 
Horses 
My first experience riding a horse occurred when I was six or seven years old. I had followed the 
hired man to where our horses were grazing. His job was to urge the horses back to the bam so 
they could be hitched up that morning. I would say it was about 6:00 a.m. The man had a horse 
with a saddle and normally he would follow the horses to the bam. But what could he do with me? 
He put me in the saddle, and the horses headed home at a trot. I hung onto the hom of the saddle 
with both hands. The horses had to go through a grove of poplar trees. In places, I was nearly 
brushed off by the tree trunks and branches, but I made it to the bam with only a few minor 
bruises to my knees. 
Several years later, in the same pasture, while riding a horse, bareback this time, a covey of 
prairie chickens suddenly flew up near me. The horse shied and I slid off and landed on the 
ground. In the process, I sprained both my wrists. I could hardly hold the reins. How to get back 
on? I walked to the nearest fencepost, where I was able to step up by using the barbwire fencing 
and managed to get back on the horse by using my elbows. I then herded the cows home. 
When I joined the R C M P in 1934,1 had to leam how to ride - cavalry style. 
Let Sleeping Dogs Lie 
We owned two cocker spaniels. One was an American type, the other English. The American 
cockers are usually stocky and low to the ground; the English are slightly taller and have less hair. 
This is a story about a friend's dog. He was large and of uncertain parentage. The owners 
were very poor, but eked out a living selling wood and garden produce. Above the sink was a 
window. The waste water was thrown outside. Hardly sanitary, but the family members were 
generally healthy. On one occasion, a hired man threw a basin of water out the window, which hit 
the dog. The hired man thought this amusing and laughed his head off. After lunch when he came 
out, the dog bit him on the leg to remind him that it was no laughing matter dousing him with 
water. 
Wasps 
My first encounter with a wasps' nest occurred when I was eleven or twelve, while riding a horse 
in our cow pasture. I knew enough not to get too close, but I thought I would knock it down from 
where it hung on a tree limb. It was about the size of a football. So I found a piece of dead wood 
about five feet long and cautiously approached the nest. As I was about to jab it with my pole, a 
wasp came out and stung me over one eye. I galloped away, a bit wiser. How did that guard wasp 
know I was about to destroy his nest? 
Several years ago, a swarm of yellow jackets built a huge nest in a stand of conifers on our 
place. They also built one on our neighbour's property. Then one day, we found both nests had 
been destroyed and were lying in bits on the ground. We concluded that the crows had done the 
deed. They knew when the honey combs were full, and it was time for a feast. Crows are very 
smart birds, but I didn't think they were that smart. 
Wild Animal Lovers: Take Care! 
Today, February 16, 2002, a guest from Eastern Canada on Arthur Black's radio broadcast related 
some of his experiences with wild skunks. To add to this smelly lore, I have a tale or two to tell. 
The skunk is an animal that minds its own business, and as long as its bushy tail remains in a 
horizontal position, it is no threat to man or dog. The latter out of curiosity, or a wish to attack it, 
usually charges up towards the skunk, which lifts its tail to one side and lets go a stream of 
volatile liquid. The dog is temporarily blinded, usually grovelling on the ground trying by its front 
paws to clear its eyes for several minutes or so. The dog owner has to wash the dog with soap and 
water or exile it for a week or two before it is its old sweet self. 
On one occasion as a young lad in Athabasca, I could smell a skunk in some tall grass. So, 
I thought I would annoy it by throwing small sticks in its direction. To my surprise, it came into 
view about ten feet away and was heading in my direction. I threw a stick at it, hitting it on the 
nose, evidently a tender spot, and it rolled over as if dead. When I came back the next day there 
was no sign of the skunk, although traces of his perfume (?) remained in the air for several days 
afterwards. 
Skunk meat is reputed to taste like chicken, i f you are able to skin it and remove the 
entrails without damaging the skunk gland in the process. I knew an old trapper who was skilled 
enough to do it, but he couldn't prevent the skunk odour from permeating his shack for several 
days afterwards. He cured the pelts on an outside wall. 
Here is a bit of an enigma. Cribbage players who manage by luck, skill, or both to prevent 
their opponents from gaining a certain number of points may boast that they have "skunked" their 
opponents. How this word made its way into the lexicon of a card game is a mystery to me. 
Towhee 
This bird is formally known as the Rufous-sided Towhee. The male has a black cap and the 
female a more modest brown. Both have red eyes. They are slightly larger than starlings and 
smaller than robins. They are present throughout Canada and the United States and are fairly 
abundant on Salt Spring Island. The male Towhee is very aggressive towards other, smaller birds. 
We provide feed for a variety of wild birds and they in turn pay for it by keeping the 
garden free of insects. I have chosen to write about Towhees because of their interesting 
behaviour towards humans, which is not unlike that of the more numerous Chickadees. 
Towhees have a short life, so there is quite a turnover of individuals. However, most of the 
males we have known like to carry on a conversation with Aileen. She replies: "Yes, yes. What's 
the matter?" I'm not an ornithologist, so I can't describe the call made by this bird, at least not in 
writing. They may greet me once, but that's it for the day. As an old well-known comedian used to 
say, "I don't get no respect!" 
When it is quiet around the place, the male Towhees will follow Aileen at a distance often 
to twenty-five feet, usually hiding in the nearby branches of shrubs and trees. I have seen them 
meet Aileen at the front door when she has been in the house for several hours. 
This bird has another trait. It loves to scratch while eating in the bird feeder, scattering 
grain on the ground below. I've seen them busy looking for insects in the bark mulch around 
shrubs by the house. 
The Towhee is a very interesting bird and a true friend for life i f he trusts you. Not one of 
those fly-by-night sorts. Oops! Towhees don't fly at night unless disturbed. 
Trumpeter Swan 
The trumpeter swan is a North American swan with a total length of 54 to 66 inches and a weight 
of 22 pounds or more. It is all white - no black wing tips. At one time these swans were very 
plentiful, but they were decimated in the late Victoria era as women of fashion decorated their 
large hats with swan feathers. In the late 1900s, it was discovered that their formerly large 
numbers had dwindled to a mere 100 birds, and they were on the verge of extinction. The birds 
normally rested during the winter months in Texas, and returned to Canada in March and April to 
lay their eggs, usually two, and to raise one chick before leaving in the fall for Texas. The United 
States and Canada eventually passed legislation known as the Migratory Birds Act that prohibited 
killing these birds. Nevertheless, some poaching takes place. What I'm about to relate was told to 
me by my father and happened when I was five or six years old. 
A pair of swans appeared one early spring on our farm, which at that time had a small 
pond some 400 yards from our house. Dad thought that one of these birds would put meat on the 
table. He tried a number of times to sneak up on the male swan who always maintained a watch 
while his mate sat on her eggs. When my dad approached, the male swan would disappear in the 
bullrushes on the margin of the pond. After several attempts to make a ki l l , my dad gave up and 
left them alone. They never came back. Several years later, the pond was drained to grow hay. 
Prior to this incident, and for several years afterward, prominent members of the business 
community in Athabasca would come out on a weekend and shoot ducks on this pond. Photos of 
this group were displayed in our home for years, but eventually they disappeared. 
Some Stories from My Days with the RCMP 
Beer Mugs 
After 1952, when I was promoted to officer rank in the RCMP, 1 was transferred a number of 
times, and in the process other ranks would present me with a beer mug as a memento, usually at a 
party held in my honour. Each mug was suitably engraved, more or less, with my name on it. 
I have six of these on display. 1 had a pair mounted to make a set of bookends, which were 
made by a Saltspringer long since departed. One of them on my desk has this engraving: "INSP. I. 
C. S H A N K Prince George Sub-division from members of Dawson Creek Detachment. 1963." It 
also has a small official emblem attached to the jug above the engraving. The other one reads as 
follows: "C/SUPT. I. C. SHANK Division Officers Mess 1965-69." It doesn't say where, but it 
was presented in Winnipeg when I retired from the force in August, 1969. 
A l l the mugs have a silver coating except for one that's copper. My name is not on this 
one. The engraving on it is as follows: "Prince George Sub-Division." The mugs cost money so I 
assume that a quantity of them had been ordered and purchased at a reduced price and were kept 
on hand for other departures. Nevertheless, I appreciated the gift very much. 
Calling Cards 
When I was promoted to Inspector in the R C M P in 1952,1 was handed a booklet on how an 
officer should conduct himself socially. This involved having calling cards printed with your name 
on them. Shortly after assuming your command, you were expected to leave your card with the 
governor general and lieutenant governors. This resulted in an invitation to attend a New Year's 
levee hosted by these officials. I did not leave a card with any of the above, as I had no wish to 
dress up in red serge for a drink and to say hello. I was never very good at being obsequious to 
higher-ups. 
The card had to be reprinted with every promotion in rank, so I also saved some money by 
ignoring this useless formality. As a retired officer, I still receive invitations to attend the New 
Year's levees in Vancouver and Victoria but have not done so for many years. 
The Canadian Flag 
I was stationed in Ottawa when the current Canadian flag was formally introduced. I had no duties 
to attend to on that day, so I joined the large crowd assembled on the grounds of the parliament 
buildings. 
The new flag was a compromise choice, as Prime Minister Pearson had previously 
indicated that he was in favour of a white flag with five green maple leaves. The Conservatives, 
led by the former prime minister, the Right Honourable John Diefenbaker, were determined that 
the "Pearson" flag would never fly. A committee was formed to initiate a competition to select a 
distinctive Canadian flag, but all the entries were turned down by the Conservatives, who insisted 
that the Union Jack was good enough for us. After a lot of wrangling, our present flag was 
adopted. 
I believe that Diefenbacker, who should have been an actor instead of a politician, wept as 
the new flag was hoisted up the flagpole. T took several color slides of the ceremony to record the 
event. 
Coronation Medal 
On the ascension of Queen Elizabeth II to the throne in 1952, a medal was issued in Canada to 
mark the occasion. 
In 1951,1 and three other members of the RCMP, with A/Comm'r Anthony in charge, 
accompanied the then Princess Elizabeth on a five-week tour of Canada and expected that we 
would receive this medal. The commissioner of the RCMP had been given a quota of medals to be 
issued within the force. To our surprise and disappointment, there were no medals for us. Several 
years later, A/Comm'r Anthony asked the commissioner why our group had not received this 
medal. Commissioner Nicholson told him that we had been honoured enough by being invited to 
England by Princess Elizabeth at the expense of the RCMP. 
Because the tour organizer, under the Secretary of State, had inexplicably overlooked 
inviting the Commissioner to represent the force at official functions during the tour, the 
commissioner was greatly offended and took it out on us by not awarding us the medal. He 
showed us, and everyone else, who was boss. 
Dog Executioner 
When I was temporarily in charge of the Fort Qu'Appelle detachment during the month of July 
1937, on an inspection of the detachment by the commanding officer from the Regina subdivision, 
the CO brought along an Airedale dog. He thought I might be able to train him to stay home 
instead of running off to visit other dogs. 
I'd had no experience dealing with dogs, except when 1 was a young fellow growing up on 
a farm. I was a single constable at the time, and the officer may have thought I needed company. 
In fact, I was socially inclined and I didn't want any encumbrance like a dog to interfere. But as 
the officer was my boss, I could hardly turn him down. I believe that he left a small supply of dog 
food. He told me that 1 could kill the dog if he proved to be incorrigible. 
I put up with my unwelcome canine for a week or two. He would vanish and 
surreptitiously come home for something to eat and a drink of water. As I was about to leave for 
another posting, I reluctantly decided that I had no alternative but to put him down. I took him in 
the car to a wooded area several miles from town and shot him in the head with my .45 service 
revolver. This was a very painful experience for me, and one that I have never forgotten. 
Frances McGill, MD 
I'm going to take you back to 1937, at Punnichy, Saskatchewan, where I assisted with an autopsy 
performed on a seventeen-year-old native woman. She had attended a drinking party and on her 
way home had fallen in deep snow and had frozen to death. Deaths of this nature are still 
occurring in Canada at the present time. 
In 1937, the chief coroner was a Dr. McGi l l , who was stationed in Regina. She had been a 
family physician before accepting the position of coroner. She was a plain looking, short, fleshy 
person, with sparkling blue eyes and a sense of humour. It is quite likely a book or a biography 
exists on her life. 
Dr. McGil l made her way by train to Punnichy. In the meantime, the body had been thawed 
out on the second floor of an empty building. It was probably an Indian school used during the 
spring and summer months. A makeshift table was put together on which the body was laid out. 
Dr. McGil l had brought along a grip containing the surgical tools needed to do the job. She 
pointed out to me that the woman had had two children, and was probably pregnant when she 
died. 
As there was an excess of body fluid from the internal organs, 1 caught it in a bucket and 
emptied it outside, leaving several large red spots on the snow. They would disappear with the 
spring thaw. I also took notes dictated by Dr. McGill . After it was over, the coroner got on the 
train to Regina, and I went back to Melville, Saskatchewan, where I was stationed. 
Enforcing Municipal By-laws 
When I was stationed at Kindersley, Saskatchewan, in 1942, the RCMP contract for policing the 
town exempted us from enforcing local bylaws, but the town council expected us to do it anyway 
because it had been done when they had had their own police force. The town had a number of 
"Stop" signs at several residential intersections, which most motorists ignored. I approached the 
town council to have them removed, but the councillors were reluctant to do so. I then suggested 
that they have the "Stop" signs replaced by "Slow" signs, which they accepted. This saved me an 
enforcement headache and from becoming exceedingly unpopular by enforcing the bylaw. 
As a result of enforcing the Vehicle and Liquor Acts, 1 was told that a number of citizens 
were proposing to circulate a petition for my removal. I told my informant that it didn't worry me 
in the least, as I might be transferred to a nicer town. No petition was circulated, and I was 
stationed there for seven years without a serious complaint being lodged against me. 
While at Melville, Saskatchewan, in 1950,1 was asked by the town council i f the R C M P 
would enforce a bylaw prohibiting bicycles from travelling on the sidewalks. The bylaw provided 
for the imposition of a cash penalty on violators. This was pretty impractical as most of the guilty 
were young juveniles. My solution was to confiscate the violators' bicycles for a week. It didn't 
take long for the offenders to get the message.. There was no bylaw to support my action, but it 
worked.. 
When I was temporarily in charge of the Yellowknife, N.W.T., detachment in April of 
1948,1 read through the bylaws and found that they did not exempt RCMP members from having 
a valid driver's licence. At the time, we had several young constables who had little or no driving 
experience, or who did not even hold a driver's licence. I brought this to the attention of the town 
authorities who made the necessary changes. The police car had been in the dealer's care for six 
months waiting approval from headquarters in Ottawa to get it repaired because an officer in 
Ottawa, who had used snowshoes and a dog team as transportation for many years in the north, 
didn't see any urgency to get the car fixed. 
Firefighting 
One hot, dry July day in 1937, at Fort Qu'Appelle, Saskatchewan, 1 was informed that a prairie 
fire was burning near the village. It was more of a tradition than a duty that the R C M P took charge 
whenever a fire occurred in small rural communities. 1 drove out to the scene in a car, but the 
rough terrain called for a horse and rider to survey the situation. I hired or was offered a saddle 
horse by one of the First Nations people who were fighting the fire, which was in dry grass and 
small brush. I got on my steed and galloped up and down the fire line offering occasional advice, 
which was mainly ignored. The firefighters were using jute bags and old clothing soaked in water 
to douse the flames This simple equipment eventually brought the fire under control. In those 
days, the R C M P had the authority to take men off the street and press them into service to fight 
fires for the princely wage of one dollar per day. 
First Aid 
First-aid training was part of the curriculum when I joined the R C M P in 1934 at "Depot" Division, 
Regina. We got our training from a member of the teaching staff, but our examinations were 
conducted by an old M D who came to the barracks five days a week to examine members who 
were reported sick. He wrote out prescriptions, which were filled in most cases by the resident 
medical orderly who had some pharmaceutical training. I went to see him after I got kicked in the 
leg by a horse. I thought I might have suffered a hairline fracture. The old fellow thought not, 
without even taking an X-ray. He was right, as I didn't suffer any complications - only a sore leg 
for a week or two. 
In our first-aid examination, the same doctor asked several oral questions, and we had to 
demonstrate how to apply a bandage on an injured hand. That was the extent of the examination. 
When my marks were posted, along with the others in my troop, I had scored 84 percent. I was 
really disappointed, as I thought my marks should be in the nineties. The doctor followed a set 
pattern: 96 percent, 90 percent, 84 percent, and 80 percent. It seems that he tried to avoid uneven 
numbers - a rather curious method. 
Since I completed the course, there has only been one occasion when I had to put my first-
aid training to good use. My wife fell on a rock and suffered a flesh wound. I applied a 
disinfectant, put a bandage on it, and that was it. There was no running to a doctor or the hospital 
as most folks do today. 
In July 1935, an R C M P recruit by the name of Peters took to the waters of Wascana Lake, located 
by the provincial capital buildings in Regina. He was alone and suffered a fatal heart attack. 
Several days later, he was buried in the RCMP cemetery. 
After a church service was held in the chapel, the casket was placed on a gun carriage 
drawn by horses. It then proceeded to the cemetery, flanked by an honour guard of twelve 
constables. I was one of them. The selection appears to have been based on height, from 6' to 6'6". 
Being only 6'1", I was the eleventh tallest. 
We carried .303 Enfield rifles under the left arm instead of on the shoulder. On arrival at 
the cemetery, the honour guard was lined up on either side of the grave. On the command of the 
sergeant major, the honour guard unleashed a volley of six shots (blanks) towards the blue sky, 
because you never know when live ammunition might have been inadvertently loaded into the 
rifle. When the ceremony was over, we were marched back to the parade square and dismissed. 
I was stationed at Prince George in 1964 when I was instructed to proceed to Kamloops, 
some 200 miles away, to take part in a ceremony honouring three members of the force who had 
been shot and killed by a deranged individual before he shot himself. The local commanding 
officer, a superintendent, could not attend for some unknown reason. Perhaps he had had enough 
of honour guards as a major in World War II. 
Rifles and Revolvers 
A l l members of the R C M P wearing red serge have the honour of wearing two gold emblems, 
crossed revolvers and crossed rifles, when they pass a certain standard in field trials. The crossed 
revolvers appear on top and the crossed rifles below near the bottom of the left sleeve. They are 
supposed to be worn only for one year unless the wearer is tested every year thereafter. This 
doesn't happen. I've known some of my compatriots to wear the emblems for thirty years without 
qualifying. Incidentally, every star on the sleeve indicates five years of exemplary service. 
The trials are held wherever facilities are available. I was never able to achieve the mark of 
200. One year I came close with 199 points. In 1936, while in training at "Depot" Division 
Regina, I came near to achieving the pass mark in the rifle shoot. The range officer came 
alongside when I was lying on the ground facing a target 500 yards away and surreptitiously gave 
me several extra bullets, but to no avail. 
What was the cause of my failure with revolver and rifle? I was usually nervous and under 
pressure at these trials. I anticipated the sharp "crack" when I pulled the trigger; and instead of 
keeping a steady hand, I involuntarily pulled it off the bullseye on the target and lost points doing 
so. 
I knew an NCO who was much worse than I with a revolver. He appeared to close his eyes 
and get rid of his revolver bullets as quickly as possible, often missing the target entirely. He 
retired as a sergeant, so that didn't hurt his career too much. 
On a hot July day at Melville, Saskatchewan, we were under the overall supervision of a 
dour Scot, Inspector Jock Binning, when a member (not me) remarked, "The sun is sure shining 
down." The inspector's response was "Did you ever see it shining up?" 
Self-Defence 
When I joined the R C M P in 1934, the curriculum included a short course on what was then known 
as ju-jitsu, a Japanese form of self-defence. Al l regular members had to take it, like it or not. They 
still do, but more intently. The emphasis was on disarming an assailant with a knife or other 
weapon. This included a "sleep hold," temporarily rendering the assailant unconscious. We had 
one instructor, a bit of a sadist, who would apply it unnecessarily. 1 should know: he used it on me. 
I can't recall having to use this hold on anyone except during our training sessions. 
1 did know how to protect myself by using my fists. In 1937, at Fort Qu'Appelle, I received 
an urgent call from the proprietor of the local cafe. When I got there, a Chinese cook was standing 
behind the food counter brandishing a knife to no one in particular, as the customers had moved 
out or were standing by the front door waiting to see what would happen after I arrived. I slowly 
approached the man, and when I asked him to put down the knife, his response was to pick up an 
empty bottle in his left hand. I got close enough so that he was able to make several light pokes 
around my waistline to emphasize that he was angry and meant business. 1 couldn't understand 
him as he spoke Chinese, with only a few words of English thrown in. 
When he took his eyes off me for a second, I hit him with a left hook to the jaw. He went 
down but recovered almost instantly. However, it gave me enough time to try and take the knife 
away. However, he was surprisingly strong for a small man, so I called out to the bystanders for 
someone to help me. A young teenager came to my assistance, and we put handcuffs on him and 
placed him in the police cells. The next day he was arraigned before a magistrate and sentenced to 
confinement in a mental hospital. I don't know whether he recovered enough to work or spent the 
rest of his life in a mental institution. 
Snowmobile 
There was a heavy fall of snow in the winter of 1938-39 at Melville, Saskatchewan, when I first 
became acquainted with a snowmobile. Many fanners used horse-drawn sleighs and cutters to get 
around. However, to do police work, we hired a snowmobile owned by a garage owner in 
Fernwood. some ten miles away. The snowmobile was driven by a propellor at the back covered 
by a heavy wire mesh to push it forward. The motor was probably taken from a model T Ford. The 
front was wide enough to accommodate the driver and two passengers. 
The local veterinarian had a snowmobile but with the engine positioned in front to pull it 
forward. 
Incidentally, I don't believe these vehicles were licensed or carried any insurance. Today, 
we have all sorts of motorized equipment to travel over snow. These machines are often driven 
over young trees and shrubs, and used to pursue wild animals, which die from fright or exhaustion. 
Sports, Games, and Other Recreational Pursuits 
Badminton 
I was introduced to the game of badminton at Beaverlodge, Alberta, in 1935. As I was quite agile, 
with good reflexes and a long reach, I took to it right away. In fact, in my first year, I won a semi-
final game against an experienced opponent. He won the first game easily, but ran out of gas in the 
last two games. 
When I was stationed at Kindersley, Saskatchewan, from 1942 to 1949,1 helped to 
organize a badminton club and assisted in painting the court lines in the hall. My next move back 
to Melville, Saskatchewan, in 1950 found me leading a delegation to the town council to seek 
permission, at a modest rental, to restart a moribund badminton club. 
1 played the game in Regina in 1952 and in Prince George from 1959 to 1963. In 1962, my 
wife, Mary, who had poor eyesight and wore glasses, was hit by a shuttlecock, knocking out a lens 
in her glasses. The opponent male deliberately aimed his returning shot at her, as we were 
defeating them at the time. She lost her confidence completely and never played again. 
I later played only occasionally and, on returning to Salt Spring Island in 1969,1 took up 
the game again. However, I had such weak knees that I soon gave up playing for good. 
Baseball 
I learned to play baseball on the farm when I was quite young. On several occasions my dad 
played catch with me. He had two crooked fingers, which he got from playing baseball without a 
glove in Minnesota between 1880 and 1905. He was a catcher, so one can imagine how that would 
have hurt. As my dad and his friends were the children of poor fanners, I assume that they 
couldn't afford to buy baseball gloves. I recall doing some pitching at Olds College (1928—30) in 
the early spring each year. I had a good fastball, but a tendency to be wild, and so I walked quite a 
few batters and lost more games than I won. 
On one occasion, I sprained my right ami. It was exceedingly painful, so I applied some 
Capiscum ointment on it to relieve the pain. WTien I went to take a pee, I forgot to wash the 
ointment off my hand. Boy, did that wake me up and have me dancing around the room! I thought 
for a minute or two that my penis would drop off, but as far as I know no permanent damage 
ensued. 
My first experience with basketball was at Olds College, Olds, Alberta (1928-30). I became an 
average player and took part in many squad games. 
At Beaverlodge in 1930-31,1 organized a ladies basketball team, which had some success 
under my leadership, but I was replaced by a more experienced coach. We also had a men's team. 
On one occasion the coach left me off the team for personal reasons. He just didn't like me. 1 
didn't take this snub kindly. I organized a team of six players and we won a Sports Day 
Tournament at Beaverlodge. The local sports organization refused to pay out the prize money on 
the pretext that, as we had outsiders on the team, it made us ineligible for any prize money. This 
demonstrates the meanness of spirit and feuds that sometimes prevail in small communities, and 
maybe large ones too. 
When I joined the RCMP in Regina in 1934 it was an optional recreational subject used by 
the P.T. instructors to replace the usual compulsory exercises.. My playing days ended in 1937. 
Bicycling 
I recently realized that I tried one other thing in my life that, although trivial, should be recorded. 
In May 1938, at about 5:00 a.m. while on foot patrol in Melville, Saskatchewan, I came across a 
bicycle lying across the door of a plumbing shop. The owner hadn't bothered to place it inside. 
I had never ridden a bike, and the possibility of trying it out was too tempting to resist, and 
besides, not a human being was in sight. I thought it would be easy, but much to my surprise and 
consternation, it became, in my hands, an uncontrollable machine. After some ten to fifteen 
minutes of wobbling all over the road, I gave up, never to try again. Maybe this incident is, 
according to a common saying, "not worth the paper it's written on." 
Bowling - Five Pins 
This indoor game is very popular in Canada and played by thousands. I was first introduced to the 
game between 1937 and 1941 in Melville, Saskatchewan, where there was a one-lane bowling 
alley in a billiard parlour. I tried my hand at it, but was not encouraged to take it seriously because 
I was never very good at it. It was not until 1972 on Salt Spring Island that I tried it again, only to 
discover that my. weak legs prevented me from throwing the bowling ball properly. It finally 
dawned on me that my playing days were over. 
Boxing 
I made my first appearance in the ring at the age of nine. I was so shy that I kept my long-sleeved 
shirt on instead of the usual apparel - a singlet. 
The Shank's had a long tradition of not backing down unless the odds against them were 
overwhelming. On one occasion, my sister Lidia, who was eight or nine years old at the time, was 
being bullied by three girls a bit older than herself. To their surprise she retaliated by giving one 
girl a bloody nose. They left her alone after that. As the only girl in a family of boys, she would 
occasionally put the gloves on and do a bit of sparring, which usually ended with her crying in 
frustration at not being able to beat her younger brother. 
To keep the school bullies at bay, I took several boxing lessons from a professional boxer. 
In those days we were taught to stand up, lead with a left, and follow through with a right cross. 
None of this head-to-head stuff you see on TV. I strengthened my arms by punching a fifty-pound 
bag filled with grain. 
When I attended the Olds College, Olds, Alberta, from 1927 to 1930,1 won my division 
each year. In April of 1933, at the provincial boxing championships in Calgary, I won the Novice 
Light Heavyweight (175 pounds) medal. I gave it some years ago to the museum at Kindersley, 
Saskatchewan. I hope it's still there. 
At the provincial boxing championships in Regina in 1935,1 won the heavyweight class 
(over 175 pounds). As a result, I was invited to participate in the Olympic trials being held the 
following year at Edmonton, but the R C M P refused to give me time off to attend. In a way, I was 
quite happy about this decision, as I wouldn't have to train and keep in shape anymore. 
One would assume from reading the above that I liked boxing. The truth is I didn't like it 
much at all. Hard to believe, but true. 
Bridge 
My first introduction to bridge was in the fall of 1931 when I was employed on the Agricultural 
Science Station at Beaverlodge, Alberta. The superintendent, a Mr. W. D. Albright, would ask me 
to make up a table of four, playing with members of his family. I went along with this 
arrangement for most of that winter until I detected that his daughter, who was the same age as 
me, was seriously flirting with me. I had no intention of getting involved at such an early time in 
my career, so I eased out of the situation as gracefully as possible. 
I did not play this game again until I got married in 1942, when we became involved in the 
so-called social set in Kindersley, Saskatchewan. At that time, the police were regarded with 
respect and included in clubs and social affairs. Surprisingly enough, and more by good luck than 
skill, we won first prize of $10, and a framed testimonial to that effect, in a competition extending 
over six weeks. 
I played quite often on Wednesday afternoons with a foursome that included the building 
janitor (oops! building superintendent), a doctor who fancied himself a very good player, a federal 
government employee, and myself. One afternoon my partner - the government employee - and I 
scored 7,000 points to our opponents' measly 600. Luck was with us. 
My wife, Mary, and I continued to play the game until around 1964. On retirement to Salt 
Spring in 1969, Mary was unable to play any more due to a mental condition. 
In 1984,1 was persuaded to play the game by a resident of the retirement complex known 
as Brinkworthy. This ultimately developed in my wife, Aileen, and I playing every Thursday 
evening. I still have enough marbles left to play the game and win prizes too. 
Camping 
Camping is a form of outdoor activity that I was mainly drawn into to please my wife, Mary, who 
loved doing it. I much preferred the amenities of a wann home and an indoor fireplace. 
In 1955, while living at Lethbridge, we decided to visit the Olympic National Park in 
Washington State. On the way there, we purchased a tent and camping gear and then headed for a 
mountain and the camping site near the top. As I remember, they had pretty well everything to 
make camping enjoyable. We experienced a minimum of rain and snow during the week we were 
there and spent our waking hours photographing wild flowers and wild sheep. 
Other camping trips that followed included one to Algonquin Provincial Park in northern 
Ontario. We saw a number of large female turtles crossing a well-travelled public road to lay their 
eggs in a sandpit. A few were run over by cars or trucks. We tried to turn a few back to the lake 
that they had emerged from, but nature's call won the day. 
We camped a number of times in Jasper and Banff National Parks. On one occasion we 
were awakened by a noise outside our tent. Other campers were yelling at a large black bear who 
was noisily looking for food in the ashes of campfires. He reluctantly left, casting the occasional 
dirty look at us over his shoulder. As he passed a small covered truck, he struck it hard enough to 
break a comer. Boy, was he mad! 
We camped for several days at a provincial park in southeastern Manitoba, but the 
horseflies, no-see-ums, and blackflies made life miserable. On the way home, we saw a moose 
lying in a ditch full of water beside the road trying to escape these pests. 
Canoeing 
Everyone knows what a canoe looks like and its use on water, so there is no need to describe it. In 
1938, while stationed with the R C M P at Melville, Saskatchewan, I took a day off, and went with 
my girlfriend, to see a married constable at Esterhazy, in whose area there was a small lake 
frequented by avid fishennen. He suggested we try our luck fishing. The canoe was just large 
enough to accommodate four adults and was equipped with a small motor at the back. 
The weather was calm and bright, but suddenly the sky darkened, and a strong wind came 
up when we were in the middle of the lake and in danger of being swamped by an enant wave. 1 
couldn't swim and there were no life jackets on board. Our host kept his head, edging the canoe 
towards the shore some 400 or so yards away, and we landed safely. As suddenly as it had come 
up the storm passed away. The lake was again calm and inviting but we had had enough chills and 
thrills for one day. That was the last time I stepped into a canoe. 
When I was young, my dad would occasionally invite me into playing checkers, which he usually 
won. However, on several occasions, when it would look like he was going to lose, he would get 
up accidentally, on purpose, and upset the board, ending the game. Talk about a sore loser, he was 
one of them - all his life. 
When stationed with the R C M P at Melville, Saskatchewan, in the winter months of 1938, 
the local municipal secretary-treasurer offered to teach me how to play chess. He would come 
over at noon hour and show me the rudiments of the game. I learned the basic rules of the game, 
but I knew that I would never have the patience to become a good player or enjoy it. The lessons 
came to an abrupt end when my teacher moved away. 
Curling 
This was a very popular winter game on the Prairies when I learned to curl in the late 1930s. It 
still is. Nearly every village had a curling rink with one to four sheets of ice. The ice was formed 
by Mother Nature, and it was not until the 1950s that artificial ice produced by refrigeration like 
they have today came into general use. Then the ice surface was cleaned with a large scraper by 
the maintenance man. There was no Zamboni machine until much later. 
We had a lot of cold weather, so curling rinks were busy from November to early March. 
In some places, the rinks were closed on Sundays. 
I played the game in nearly every town or city that I was posted, but I never became 
proficient at it, as I had a poor delivery from the hack. The good players at that time would only 
slide out a few feet before delivering a stone, unlike what they do today. I took part in some 
bonspiels but only on one occasion did I win a prize, at Yorkton, Saskatchewan, in 1950. A third 
prize - a box of carpenter tools. However, as our team travelled eighty miles by car each day for 
four days and with the other costs involved such as meals and the entry fee, I could have spent the 
same money, or less, and purchased a similar or better box. But 1 would have missed all the fun 
and the excitement of competing. 
M y last involvement with the game was in Winnipeg, during 1965 to 1969. We played in 
an R C M P league for married couples. One night, our team was faced with defeat as the opponents 
had four rocks counting in the house. I threw my first rock, and as luck would have it, scattered 
the counters out of the rings. Our opponents were so disgusted that they walked off the ice without 
the usual courtesy of shaking hands. It's often better to be lucky than good, but it didn't happen to 
me often enough. 
In 1935, the Regina Roughriders came to the R C M P barracks one evening hoping to find some 
players to augment their practice squad. I volunteered. A few days later, A l Ritchie, the coach and 
manager, assigned me to play in the front line. In one practice session, while trying to stop a 
halfback coming through the line, I got a bloody nose and had it knocked slightly off centre. 
I was included in a trip to play the Winnipeg Blue Bombers, but I never got on the field as 
Larry Hegan, a right guard, played the entire game. The field was frozen and some players were 
playing with the wrong kind of cleats on their boots. When the first period was over, Larry turned 
to me and asked me what kind of cleats I had on. They were the pointed ones. He asked me if we 
could exchange footwear. I agreed, of course, so I never got into the game, but can boast about my 
shoes having taken part in a Western Football final. 
Golf 
This is another game that I became involved with while living at Beaverlodge, Alberta, in 1931 to 
1933. A farm family near Beaverlodge had a nine-hole course within a cow pasture. Everything 
was "rough" in golf parlance except the putting areas, which were 20 feet in diameter and covered 
with sand. In the centre was a sunken tomato can. The course also had a copse of trees and a water 
hazard. I had no instructions; I just watched several experienced golfers and imitated them. I am a 
natural left-hander. At that time, nearly all the golf clubs available for sale or loan were for right-
handers, so for a time I used the clubs with my hands crossed over each other instead of the 
normal grip. 
I eventually acquired a set of used clubs and played sporadically wherever I was stationed. 
At Melville, in 1939,1 actually won several games in the last flight (beginners), but lost out to a 
high school student in the finals. 
In 1963,1 gave my clubs away to the club pro in Prince George, BC. He wasn't impressed 
with their condition, barely whispering a few words that sounded like "Thank you." But he was no 
friend of the police, as he probably sold liquor, illegally, to patrons of the club. In the winter 
months, he was manager of the curling rink. 
Gymnastics 
I was introduced to this form of physical exercise in 1927-28, at the Olds College, Olds, Alberta. 
We had an instructor by the name of Espedal. The program included building human pyramids. I 
learned to lay on my back, jump to my feet, and to go up and down balancing on one leg. Try that 
some time. 
When I joined the R C M P in 1934, gym exercises were part of our training. I recall that on 
one occasion the sergeant in charge was most indignant when three recruits who were a minute or 
so late tried to join our group. He stopped them a few feet from the entrance to the gym shouting, 
"Stay where you are! Why are you late?" One of the group lamely replied, while looking at his 
watch, "It's only nine o'clock by my time, Sergeant." The sergeant exploded: "Your time? Here 
classes commence on our time! Fall in and don't let it happen again!" 
Horseshoes 
If you find one, not that easy these days, you're in for some good luck. My wife has a dozen or so 
tacked on our basement wall. Did it bring her any luck? Well, she got me, didn't she? (Ha, ha.) 
I thought horseshoes was a "dead" sport, but a few days ago 1 saw it listed on the sports 
page of the Victoria daily paper. On the farm in Alberta, we had a team of horses that were shod 
to travel on icy roads in the winter months. 
As a game, I guess horseshoes has a history going back to the age of chivalry in Europe, or 
perhaps the Chmese started it 2000 years ago. In any event, my father introduced me to the game. 
He was pretty adept at it, having played it since he was a young lad. I was too impatient to be a 
good player and I gave it up in my teens without regret. 
P.S. A recent newspaper item: "The traditional horseshoe, virtually unchanged over the past two 
millennia (2000 years), is undergoing a radical transformation that mirrors the taste for garish 
running shoes. Metal is out and bright colors are in. They even come with interchangeable studs to 
use in mud or snow. The material used is more flexible and fits better on the horses' hooves." This 
makes it more comfortable for them. 
Hunting 
My first instructions on how to handle a gun came from my father. We always had a double-barrel 
shotgun and several rifles in the house. I recall one early spring when there were still some 
patches of ice remaining on the ground. I saw a solitary bird - a Willet, as I later identified it. It 
wasn't frightened by my arrival with a shotgun. When I shot it, it slowly fell forward with its beak 
hitting the ice. This incident has haunted me ever since. It was an unforgivable act of vandalism 
on my part, and 1 regret it very much. 
In the fall, I often went out hunting game birds like prairie chicken, sharp-tailed grouse, 
and partridge. At that time, in the 1920s, these birds were very plentiful, but I doubt that this is the 
case now. 
In the fall of 1930,1 went out with a rifle to see i f I could kill a deer for meat on the table. 
Several miles from home, I spotted several deer grazing on the edge of a swamp. When I 
accidentally stepped on a dry stick, the barely audible cracking noise alerted the deer, and they 
bounded over a hill as I took a shot that missed its mark. That was my last hunting trip for large 
game. I continued to hunt small game like prairie chicken, partridge, and grouse for some time 
afterwards, but gave it up for good in 1942. 
Kite Flying 
Our family, at one time, subscribed to the Montreal Weekly Herald. In 1923, the newspaper gave a 
premium consisting of a yard of sail cloth and instructions on how to assemble a kite. The cross-
pieces on which the cloth was tied were of your own design. Mine was two trimmed willow 
branches. The string to control the kite was a small roll of ordinary binder twine, about 100 feet 
long. The day came when the wind was blowing strong enough to fly a kite. I thought that this was 
a good time to try it out. I doled out the string carefully, but to my dismay the kite broke loose and 
drifted away over the adjoining farm and I never saw it again. 
Today, kite flying is an established sport with many enthusiastic devotees, particularly in 
Japan. Some kites are equipped with miniature motors, guided from the ground by an electronic 
gadget. 
Knitting 
When I was about twelve years old, I tried to knit a scarf for myself or someone else. I can't 
remember. My mother provided me with a spool of blue wool and two regular steel needles. I got 
about four inches done, but being an impatient guy, I thought that larger needles would speed up 
the process. I went out into the woods and selected two small willow branches about the size of an 
ordinary lead pencil and twelve inches long. I sandpapered them so that the wool wouldn't stick to 
the needles. 
I looked forward to the final product, a scarf about eight inches wide and thirty inches 
long. However, after several hours, I became discouraged and asked my mother i f she would finish 
it. She patiently disassembled my futile efforts and knitted a pair of socks instead. A more useful 
product than my desire for a scarf. If you watch TV - and who doesn't? - the people in England, 
and some in Canada too, often wear scarves during spells of cold weather. 
Members of the R C M P who were posted to detachments in the Arctic without a telephone 
or radio often learned how to knit and even crochet. 
My wife, Mary, a left-hander, taught herself from manuals how to knit sweaters and to 
crochet, and she became very adept at it. I still have two sweaters that she knit over fifty years ago, 
as well as an unfinished crochet tablecloth. 
Lawn Bowling 
From 1965 to 1969,1 was stationed in Winnipeg. I lived in a house on one side of a public 
sidewalk. One evening, while gardening in the backyard, a stranger stopped and introduced 
himself. He lived several blocks away and often walked back and forth as part of his exercise 
routine. He asked me i f I had ever done any lawn bowling. I replied in the negative. He persuaded 
me to try the game the very next evening. I met him at the bowling green, and after watching the 
club members playing, I thought it might be fun. My sponsor was a medical doctor who was on a 
committee to increase the club membership. The first year he was able to arrange for another 
player to make up a team. The second year, he found a young man, new to the game, to be my 
partner. We struggled throughout the season, learning the tricks of the trade. He was a bit 
impetuous, which doesn't make for good bowling. We only won a few games. 1 occasionally 
caught some veteran players smirking behind our backs. 
Lawn bowling consists of two bowls, much like those used indoors, but weighted heavier 
on one side so that the bowl travels towards the pin some thirty yards away in the form of an arc. 
The first team to amass twenty-one points wins the game. Teams consist of two players. 
Several years ago, a small group who had played the game elsewhere tried to form a club 
on Salt Spring, but found that building a bowling green and hiring a greens keeper was beyond 
their financial means. 
Marbles 
When I was young and full of fun, I recall playing a game with marbles, which is described in my 
dictionary as follows: "Small hard balls of glass or other material used in children's games." 
I remember going down on one knee and flipping a marble with my thumb at other 
marbles in a small circle about three feet away. If you hit one out of the circle, it was yours, but i f 
you missed, it went into a pile. To make a long story short, I eventually lost all my marbles, 
happily not the mental kind. 
On March 30,2002, the following item appeared in the Victoria Times- Colonist: 
Tinsley Green, England-Flicking thumbs against forefingers, marbling aficionados 
knuckled down Friday for the world championship of their time-honoured sport. The 
British and World Marbles Championship, held at the Greyhound Inn in Tinsley Green, a 
rural village in Sussex, southern England, pits teams of six players against each other in a 
game said to date back 3,000 years. 
Mountaineering 
I acquired a Pentax camera in 1953 to take pictures of garden flowers, but I took many photos of 
wild flowers in mountainous locations, all over Canada. I also did a bit of hiking in Hawaii in the 
slumbering Haleakala crater on the 10,000-foot summit. 
In most other places in the U K , Australia, New Zealand, and Europe, we would ride up on 
ski lifts, then explore the terrain leading to the top of the mountain or as far as we could go. We 
never aspired to or became mountain climbers. 
In 1957,1 remember trying to reach Mount Garibaldi Lake in BC, but had to turn back 
because of wet snow and improper footwear. Mount Garibaldi is 2,678 metres high, with a lake 
several hundred metres lower down. 
Pole Vaulting 
To the uninitiated or couldn't-care-less person, pole-vaulting is a sport that attracts very few 
people, but is included at most sports events and Olympic competitions. It requires a pole to vault 
over a bar set at a certain height. The vaulter has to get over the bar without displacing it by any 
part of his body. The athlete has three tries at getting over the bar at each progressively higher 
level. If she or he fails that's it for that day. 
When I was sixteen years old, I read an article on pole-vaulting, but I had no equipment to 
try it, so I went out into the woods and found a dry pole about twelve feet long. I trimmed it up a 
bit, set up an obstacle about four feet high, and took a run at it, pole in hand, expecting to clear 
that height. In midair, the pole broke in half and I landed ignominiously on my back. I knew that 
my hopes of becoming a pole-vaulter had been dashed. Perhaps with a manufactured pole I would 
have made good at this sport. 
Rugby 
Rugby is a form of football played with an oval ball by two teams, each consisting of fifteen 
people, in which the ball may be passed laterally or backward, carried, or kicked. The American 
form of football developed from this game. 
In 1935-36 I was introduced to the game in Regina. Some members in the RCMP had 
played the game before. We played in several games against a Regina city club, which included 
several professional wrestlers and weightlifters. On the whole we were at least 30 pounds, lighter 
per individual. The front line is composed of six men in a formation called a "scrum." I was a 
member of the scrum. The main danger was having an opponent step on your hand with his spiked 
football boots, accidentally or otherwise. I took part in several games and managed to survive with 
only a few minor bruises. 
Skating 
My first attempt at skating happened at Beaverlodge, Alberta, in the 1931-32 winter season. I had 
weak ankles, and the boots available at that time did not provide enough support to allow me to 
skate properly. But I had the agility and coordination to keep up with the rest, let's say, sort of. 
There was a strong incentive - meeting and socializing with girls. 
When I joined the R C M P in 1934,1 was provided with boots and skates, as hockey was an 
optional subject in the PT curriculum. Again, my weak ankles didn't help me become a hockey 
player, or anything like one. 
I digress and relate a true story involving my brother Oliver. Life wasn't very exciting on 
the farm in 1925, when my brother Oliver was sixteen years old. One Sunday, he decided to go 
skating on a small pond about a mile from home. He took a hockey stick along as an afterthought 
- perhaps dreaming of becoming a hockey player. 
The pond was frozen over and clear as glass. He put on his skates and went for whirl 
around the pond. The surface was deceptive, as he soon broke through a thin layer of ice, falling 
into water up to his shoulders. He had to use the hockey stick to chip out hand holes so he could 
get out on the ice. It was freezing weather and he was wet to the skin, so he lost no time getting 
home and into dry clothing. How do I know this? I was home at the time and Oliver told me what 
happened. 
I put on my first pair of skis at Beaverlodge, Alberta, during the winter of 1931-32. The terrain in 
this part of the Peace River country is rather uneven, as it is in the foothills of the Rocky 
Mountains. On weekends, the local inhabitants gathered together to socialize and exercise by 
going skiing. I bought an old pair of skis and I learned how to apply wax to the bottoms so they 
would slide easily over the snow. 
Have you heard of ski-joring? A rider on a saddle horse with a long rope pulls the skier 
along, usually along the right-of-way. I wasn't a good enough skier to do that, but I could ride a 
horse, so I got that job. It brought pleasure to my friends, but little to me or the horse. 
On one occasion, I thought I would attempt a ski jump of about ten feet, but the wind had 
scooped out the snow, unbeknown to me, and I hit pay dirt really hard. I split the back of my pants 
but not my long Johns to retain some dignity. This skiing party ended up at a family home and a 
feast. In addition to a sore bottom, I didn't want to be the butt of remarks by the others, so I 
trudged back to my boarding house, but it was closed. When I left Beaverlodge in 1933,1 sold my 
skis for a few dollars and never attempted to ski again. 
Soccer (Football) 
The Tawatinaw school, located between Athabasca and Colinton, Alberta, hired an unusual 
teacher for the 1923 season. He was probably a remittance man and an alcoholic, but he was able 
to mask his addiction very well. He was certainly overqualified to teach at our school, which had 
some fifteen pupils from Grade 1 to 8, as he had an M.A. from either Oxford or Cambridge 
University. He lived in a small shack on the school grounds and never invited any students inside. 
He also owned a touring car. He didn't know a thing about baseball, so he tried to teach us how to 
play soccer (football) instead. We learned a few rudimentary rules of the game, such as no tripping 
of an opposing player. At the end of the season, he arranged a game between us and a team from 
the village of Colinton. I have no recollection as to who won or lost. 
It wasn't until 1928 while a student at the Agricultural School at Olds, Alberta, that I 
volunteered to play a game against a group of men from the UK, who were there to learn about 
Canadian agriculture. They were all college or university graduates. They toyed with us, but had 
the courtesy to keep the score nearly even. I never played again. 
Ever since I can remember, except for taking a shower or a bath, I have been afraid of any body of 
water that was over six feet deep. This aversion may be due to the priest sprinkling an overly 
generous amount of water on my head when I was baptized. A fanciful thought. 
While at Cold Lake, Alberta, during the summer of 1930,1 would venture out in the early 
morning and take a dip in the lake of that name. I purchased a book on swimming and decided that 
I might learn to do the "Australian crawl" as it was then called. One day, I screwed up enough 
courage to attempt swimming from the shore to a boat wharf some fifty yards away. I made good 
progress, but ran out of gas with nearly ten yards to go. I finally made it just as several onlookers 
were about to dive in to save me from drowning. 
I never tried swimming again until 1952 while attending the R C M P College at Regina, 
where it was a compulsory subject. To pass the swim test, it was necessary to swim a distance of 
fifteen yards. With great trepidation, I started out strongly, dog paddling, but soon ran out of breath 
and began to sink to the bottom when rescued by the instructor. I guess, out of compassion, he gave 
me a pass mark. 
M y final attempt to swim occurred at Tofino, BC, in 1980, when my wife, Aileen, 
persuaded me to rent a swimsuit and venture into the motel swimming pool. As I waded in to about 
five feet of water, I stepped on some algae and fell backwards on the floor of the pool. After 
swallowing a mouthful of murky water, I got to my feet coughing and sputtering. I reached the 
ladder, climbed out, and that was it! 
I was introduced to this game at Beaverlodge, Alberta, in 1931. As a farm boy from Athabasca, I 
had never seen it played before. I acquired a racquet and, by watching others, I learned to play the 
game, in a rudimentary sort of way. I developed a fairly good serve, but my return was 
unpredictable. To foil my opponents, I learned to put a backspin on the ball, which put the ordinary 
player on the defensive and also annoyed them. 
On one occasion, I was invited to a social afternoon by a couple with the name of "Seys" 
originally from the Island of Jersey. Sounds French, but they couldn't (or wouldn't) speak it. They 
had a daughter attending university but was at home for the holidays. She was a fairly good player, 
and the family doted on her. I was persuaded to give her a workout. I was soon up to my old tricks 
with the backspin manoeuvre. The family members were watching and muttering on the sidelines 
that I was anything but a gentleman. I believe the set ended in a victory for their daughter. 
Thankfully, and not too soon, the call came for refreshments. 
I played some tennis at Kindersley, Saskatchewan, sporadically from 1942 to 1949, but I got 
so involved gardening that I gave up trying to play the game from that point on. 
Volleyball 
In the winter of 1966-67 at Winnipeg, I joined the Y M C A and attached myself to the over-fifty 
group who played volleyball several times a week. When the season was over, I was presented with 
a small trophy as "the most improved player." At that time, I was fairly agile and still able to get 
around reasonably well. This was the only time I played this game. 
Arts and Crafts 
Art Appreciation 
The other night an item appeared on the Knowledge Network on the art treasures to be seen at 
Blenheim Palace, Oxfordshire, England. This brought back to me a dim memory of an art exhibit 
that was held in the Hotel Vancouver during the fall of 1958, hosted by a direct descendant of the 
famous duke, Lord Marlborough. He charged a fee to see it. 
fa the 1990s, while my wife and I were on a conducted tour in the U K , we made a stop at 
Blenheim Palace. To see the famous pictures you had to pay a fee. We decided to forego this 
pleasure and wandered around until it was time to go elsewhere. 
I like looking at art except the abstract kind. Do you remember the scandal involving the 
panjandrums in Ottawa who paid one million dollars to a New York artist for a large hanging wall 
picture that consisted of only three different solid colours? 
Biculturalism 
My first language was French, but as my parents had never attended a French school, their grammar 
was not very good. Alberta has a long history of ignoring the French language. This was partly 
because many immigrants to the province came from the United States where at that time English 
was the only recognized language with official status. 
I remember when our teacher, recently from England, told my mother that we would do 
better in school i f English was spoken at home instead of French. So my parents took this bad 
advice, and only the four oldest children spoke French. It was a required subject in Grade 9 which 
was often taught by English teachers who were experts on grammar but who often spoke it in a 
very stilted way. 
My first wife, Mary, educated in England, had a mother who had spent two years in 
Belgium learning to speak French. Mary couldn't converse easily in French, but she was able to 
read French novels and write letters in that language. 
When the Right Honourable P. E. Trudeau came to power, he introduced the Official 
Languages Act, hoping that it would bring together what was known as the "Two Solitudes." Pierre 
spoke both languages impeccably, as his father was of French Canadian stock and his mother was 
born in Scotland and had never learned to speak French. The marriage was a success. 
In 1963, most Quebecois were encouraged to speak only in French. I recall a French 
bilingual physician who came to Victoria as a result of one incident. He was in a French-speaking 
tobacconist's shop in Montreal and unthinkingly asked in English for a packet of cigarettes. He was 
told, "No speak English." He turned around and went home. Several weeks later, he sold his 
practice and moved to Victoria, as far west as he could get from Quebec. 
Chautauqua 
In 1921 or 1922, a shill came to Athabasca to tout the educational values of having the Chautauqua 
organization, with headquarters in the eastern United States in a town by that name, come to 
Athabasca for a two-day stand. It needed the backing of a dozen or so prominent citizens to come 
up with a signed guarantee to reimburse the organization if it suffered a loss through lack of 
attendance. M y father was cajoled along with about a dozen others to sign on the dotted line. On 
the last day, the organization that kept the attendance and financial records notified the sponsors 
that they were stuck with a deficit of $15 each. They were politely told that unless they came up 
with the cash a lawyer would soon see to it that justice was done. They grumpily paid up. 
One lecture, which I attended, was held in a tent and was on astronomy. It was given by a 
physically imposing man with a large paunch, who claimed to have a Ph.D. and other academic 
credits. He proved to be an able and interesting lecturer. It left me wanting to know more about the 
subject. Years later, I followed a series of T V lectures on the subject by Carl Sagan. I also bought 
his interesting book Cosmos. The author died in his early fifties from cancer. 
Esperanto 
Esperanto is an artificial language with simplified grammar and vocabulary based on the major 
European languages. In the early 1920s, it enjoyed a surge of public interest, but it quickly died out 
as very few people could afford to travel to Europe where one might use it. At Beaverlodge, 
Alberta, several of us got together and tried to learn the fundamentals through a correspondence 
course, but most of us had difficulty with the English language, let alone trying to learn an artificial 
one, so after several months of trying our group disbanded. The attempt to create an artificial 
language perished, as Esperanto failed to develop a loyal following. 
Old Chum 
This is not about a human or a dog or cat, but about an old tattered Old Chum magazine that I 
found in the loft of an abandoned house several miles from home. On leafing through it, I came 
across an illustration of a giant squid or octopus, with its many tentacles trying to board a ship 
loaded to the gunnels with frightened passengers hacking away at the creature's tentacles (arms). I 
don't remember whether I brought the magazine home or left it there, but the memory of it remains 
with me some eighty years later. 
The Punch and Judy Show 
In the 1920s and 1930s, a feature at many fairs and exhibitions was a performance in a small tent 
known as the "Punch and Judy" show. The audience was entertained by two puppets, a husband 
and wife, who battled it out calling each other names but without using the "f ' word. The male was 
armed with a stick and the female with a broom. The performance lasted about fifteen minutes. 
The audience laughed and clapped at the antics of the puppets. A demonstration appeared on an Ed 
Sullivan TV show in the 1960s. I don't know whether it is still being done as in the past. 
Writing 
I had no difficulty expressing myself on paper while a member of the R C M P from 1934 to 1969.1 
also directed and encouraged members under my command to cut out unnecessary verbiage in their 
reports. I recall admonishing one member for his overlong reports. He replied, "I do it because I 
don't want to miss anything." He retired after twenty years of service as verbose as ever. He had a 
brother who was also addicted in much the same way. 
On my retirement, and later because of my wife's illness (Alzheimer's disease), I got out of 
the habit of writing until 1997, when, at the age of eighty-six, I published a small book, Memories 
of a Mountie. It was a struggle, as I had lost some of my writing skills. A year ago, I regained my 
desire to write about events that influenced my long life. I never mastered the rules of grammar. I 
keep trying to do better, but it's a struggle. 
Farm Stuff 
This item is about an incident that occurred during the summer of 1933, near the Clearwater River, 
south of Beaverlodge, Alberta. I was with a group of friends on a picnic. "Nature" called, so I 
proceeded to a treed area, where I came on a barbed wire fence and found an exhausted horse lying 
on the ground, with one ankle entangled in the wire. There was a look of terror in its eyes. I began 
bending the wire back and forth until it finally cracked. When I removed the wire from its ankle, 
the horse got up and slowly limped away. 
I told my fellow picnickers what happened, but I think they had difficulty believing me. 
Dear reader, have you ever tried to bend or break a barbed wire? At ninety years of age, I still have 
very strong fingers and hands, but hardly strong enough to bend and break barbed wire at this time 
in my life. 
Field Crops 
Field crops include cereals -such as wheat, oats, barley, and corn - and legumes - such as alfalfa, 
clover, and peas. They are all consumed by animals and people to sustain them throughout their 
lives. 
I am going to deal with growing wheat first. I recall that when I was a youngster during the first 
World War my father had a small quantity of wheat ground locally into flour. When this was baked 
into bread, it produced grey-coloured loaves. My mother hated the looks of them. When the war 
was over and thereafter, she used only white flour to make bread. 
Until he retired from farming in 1946, my father always grew wheat for sale and a small 
amount for exhibiting at agricultural fairs. I got into this game by acquiring a set of hand-held 
sieves with perforations of various sizes. These helped to get rid of unwanted weed seeds, but were 
useless to differentiate between cultivated oats and wild oats. Wild oats mature much earlier than 
their cultivated cousins, and most land on the soil to grow the next spring. They have a long awn 
which helps the kernels work their way into the soil, protected from rain and snow. The price 
received by the fanner for wheat was lowered by the presence of wild oats. There is a common 
saying about "young men sowing their wild oats." The reader is left to his or her own interpretation 
of that line. 
In 1930,1 was given two pounds of "Reward" wheat from the extension department of the 
Olds School of Agriculture. My father carefully sowed this amount in our best soil. The resultant 
crop was hung in the barn loft to protect it from the elements. When threshed, we had about a 
bushel (sixty pounds) to work with. My father hired a young woman to pick over this lot, grain by 
grain, eliminating imperfect kernels. She worked at it for about three weeks, until one evening my 
father found her and my brother Dolor smooching on the back seat of the car in the garage. He fired 
the woman on the spot. I finished the work and shipped off the thirty pounds to the Toronto 
National Exhibition to compete in the spring wheat class. We won the spring wheat class and 
awards for our oats and field peas. 
My father entered a provincial competition for the best ten acres of wheat in Alberta. He 
won the first prize for his area - north of the Red Deer River. 
Livestock 
When I was twelve years old, I asked my father i f I could feed a young steer calf and then exhibit it 
at the summer agricultural fair. He agreed, providing that I looked after it. This calf had been 
castrated late in life. He had a Hereford (white face) look belonging to a two-year-old bull on a 
body of a nine-month-old calf. I gave him a lot of attention, we became quite pally, and he 
followed me around like a puppy. 
The big day arrived, and the judge had to decide which was the best animal, my calf or a heifer 
calf entered by another competitor. The judge said that my entry was too bull-like and awarded the 
blue ribbon to the heifer. I was devastated. Shortly after, father sold my pet and he was gone. But 
the memory of him remains with me 
Milking Cows 
My first introduction to this prosaic farm work occurred when I was six or seven years old. My 
father was the instructor. Some cows were easy to milk while others were not. We had a cow who 
took a delight in whipping her dirty tail around our heads. Another tried to kick us, and in doing so 
often upset the milk pail. 
I digress to relate this story. In the spring of 1919, my father was confined to bed for several 
days with the flu, a virulent strain that caused many deaths the world over. He had contracted to 
sell a cow to a returned soldier and had been paid by a government voucher. He told me that I was 
to give the purchaser a red cow. We had two red cows. I naively told the man which one was the 
best milker. He took it. When my father got well enough to get around and found that I had sold the 
best cow, he nearly had a fit. I was in the proverbial doghouse for a week. 
Mushrooms 
The September 30, 2001, issue of the Times Colonist had an article on Chanterelle mushrooms. It 
stirred a memory from about 1923 when I saw a Polish lady cooking these mushrooms in a hot 
oven. She told me that the hot oven made the worms leave the mushrooms, which made the 
mushrooms edible. They never appealed to me, and ever since then, I've never been fond of 
mushrooms. 
Peasouper 
I was born in Alberta of French parents in a mainly English-speaking community. Our English 
neighbours resented the use of the French language and referred to anyone speaking it as "a 
peasouper." It was intended to be a derogatory appellation, but the reason behind it escapes me. 
Today, the Campbell Company sells pea soup all over the world. 
My father planted a small acreage of field peas in the 1920s, and the stock lasted for quite a 
few years. The peas are different in shape from the common garden variety - smaller, usually 
white, and round. Garden peas are larger and angular in shape. I suppose field peas are available 
today in seed stores like Buckerfields. You won't find them listed in any garden seed catalog that I 
know of. 
My father exhibited the variety Chancellor at the Canadian National Exhibition in Toronto 
in 1930 and won a third prize. 
My mother would usually soak the peas overnight before cooking them. As the saying goes, 
"They were finger-licking good!" 
P.S. I'm not very fond of pea soup, but many others are. 
Peyote 
Peyote {Lophophora williamsii) is a small cactus, which is also known as dumpling cactus and 
mescale button. The plant contains poisonous, hallucinogenic alkaloids. It was known to the Aztecs 
and neighboring Indian tribes as peyotl or peotl, and was worshipped as a god that had magical 
forces. 
When I was stationed with the R C M P at Lethbridge from 1953 to 1957,1 had several 
interesting conversations with an elderly Blood Indian band member who we used as an interpreter. 
I don't know how it came about, but the subject of peyote came up. He said that he knew some 
Canadian natives who were importing peyote from Texas and using it. I don't know whether it has 
ever been on the prohibited list under the Narcotics Act. I doubt whether any native uses it now, as 
marijuana has become exceedingly popular among the young crowd.. 
I bought a Peyote plant in 1942 with other cacti and succulent plants. It is still alive, albeit a 
bit bedraggled. 
Wild Fruit 
Summer holidays for us on the farm was a time for picking wild strawberries, blueberries, and 
raspberries, which my mother put up in Mason jars to use as dessert. 
On one occasion, my brother Oliver was uncharacteristically anxious to go out picking 
blueberries, which in some years were quite plentiful on our farm. This strange behaviour prompted 
my mother to stop Oliver and search him. When she found a small quantity of my dad's pipe 
tobacco in a shirt pocket, she took him before my dad who gave him a two gallon water pail and 
told him that he expected it to be filled with blueberries. Oliver came in around supper time with a 
hangdog look, as the pail was only three-quarters full. Dad told him he could have his supper as 
Oliver had tried his best. The epilogue: Oliver died from cancer of the tongue brought on by a 
lifetime addiction to tobacco. 
Mother would send us out to pick wild strawberries, but as they are only about one-half inch 
in diameter, it took quite a lot of berries to fill a small lard pail. We often had them as a desert with 
sugar and farm cream on top. This didn't happen too often, because in some years wild strawberries 
were hard to find. 
We also had bog cranberries growing in muskeg on our place. One day my brothers Dolor 
and Alcide and I were sent by mother to see i f we could find enough for dessert. Oliver took our 
twelve-gauge shotgun along in case we came across a partridge or two. We lay down on a bank for 
a rest. Oliver placed the loaded gun with the muzzle several inches from the end of his crossed feet 
forming a " V . " We got fooling around, and the shotgun accidently went off with a bang, and luckily 
Oliver still had his feet intact. We decided to head for home. 
I don't know how my dad came to know that an abandoned farm north of the Athabasca 
River had a field of wild raspberries ready for picking, but he did, and one Sunday the whole family 
went by car and picked raspberries for several hours. We had taken a five-gallon cream can to put 
the berries in. I can't remember how full it was, but poor mother had the job of cooking them and 
preserving them in jars. 
People and History 
While living at Lethbridge in the 1950s, I explored the site, west of Fort Macleod, known by the 
Peigan natives, as Head-Smashed-In-Buffalo Jump. This was a cliff where the natives would herd 
the buffalo over. Some died from broken necks; the injured ones were put out of their misery by 
the natives with knives. Over the years this created a mound covered with soil. When the natives 
came into possession of rifles, replacing the earlier bows and arrows, it wasn't necessary to run the 
buffaloes over the cliff anymore. They shot them on the plains. 
While sitting on this mound, I accidentally found a small whitish stone arrowhead. I kept it 
for thirty years and then gave it to a much younger friend as a keepsake. 
The site became a mecca for collectors, until it was given official protection by the 
provincial government and later declared a UNESCO World Heritage Site. 
James "Jim" Cornwall 
Jim Cornwall made his first appearance in the history books as a river pilot on the Athabasca River 
in 1903-1904. He must have arrived at Athabasca Landing a few years before that to gain enough 
experience to navigate a scow through some dangerous rapids between Athabasca and Fort 
McMurray, 100 miles north. 
I first saw Cornwall at Mount Belcher Hospital in Calgary in 1956. He and another old man 
were engaged in a loud argument within a penned enclosure. The enclosure was used to keep them 
from wandering away. 
It appears Cornwall left Athabasca about 1914 and started working at Peace River, Alberta, 
where he became known as "Peace River Jim." He erected a monument on a high hill overlooking 
the town of Peace River in memory of a legendary trapper-miner who had earned the name "Nine-
foot Davis" in the Yukon gold rush of 1898. That is another story in itself. I have climbed the hill 
several times and thought about Cornwall when looking at the monument. I don't know when 
Cornwall died or was buried. I don't think he was ever married. I guess he was too busy all his life 
promoting various enterprises to enter into a relationship that was bound to slow him down. 
Father A. Desmans, O.M.L 
Father A. Desmaris was a Roman Catholic parish priest from 1911 until his compulsory retirement 
at the age of seventy-five. I was baptized in St. Gabriel's Church in Athabasca shortly after I was 
born on January 30, 1911. Father Desmaris was likely the priest who performed the ceremony. 
Prior to his transfer to Athabasca, Desmaris had been the missionary priest in a community 
northwest of Lesser Slave Lake. The parish consisted mainly of Cree Indians, and Demaris learned 
to speak their language, but not very fluently. At that time, mass was conducted in Latin, which was 
not understood by many parishioners, native or otherwise. 
In addition to saying mass in the morning in Athabasca on Sundays, Father Desmaris 
travelled by team and buggy to conduct services at three small churches from six to ten miles away. 
It must have been a pretty grueling day for him. He was assisted by a lay brother who drove the 
team and probably prepared meals for the priest and himself. My father had no respect for this 
fellow whom he considered to be a parasite. This individual was very musical and conducted the 
choir when church services were held in Athabasca. 
One Sunday, as Father Damaris prepared to say mass, he propped up the door in the floor so 
that he could go down into the wine cellar and get enough wine to complete his religious duties. On 
his way up, he accidentally dislodged the door prop, and it came down on his hand, nearly severing 
three fingers. He went to the doctor who staunched the flow of blood, removed two fingers, and 
stitched up the other. Nevertheless, the accident didn't deter Demaris from saying mass and visiting 
several small parishes that day. 
A few years after this accident, Demaris reached the compulsory retirement age of seventy-
five and had to relinquish his parish. He moved into a home for retired clerics at St. Albert, Alberta, 
where he died a few months later, possibly from a broken heart. Father Demaris usually had a stem 
mien, but underneath was a compassionate man with a mission to do his job as well as he could 
within the confines and rules of the church. 
Peter Fidler - Surveyor 
While stationed in Winnipeg (1964-69), I had a number of conversations with Alex McKenzie, the 
janitor and gardener employed by the RCMP. He was married to a part-Indian woman, a descendant 
of a Hudson's Bay Company employee. Alex told me about Peter Fidler, a surveyor and fur trader 
who was born in Scotland and came to Canada in the late 1700s to work for the Hudson's Bay 
Company, with headquarters in London, England. (The headquarters of the Hudson's Bay Company 
was moved to Winnipeg in the 1960s.) As there were few white women in western Canada at that 
time, Fidler apparently satisfied his sexual urges by cohabiting with native women and, as a result, 
left a number of descendants. 
He made a will that specified that his estate was to be probated one hundred years after his 
death and the proceeds divided among his descendants. The executors were fellow Hudson's Bay 
Company shareholders. When the time was up, some of his progeny inquired about the money to 
which they were entitled. The word came back that the entire estate had been divided, after Fidler's 
death, among the company's top brass in London. The scoundrels knew that after one hundred 
years, none of them would be around to answer to any charges of wrongdoing. 
Sir Alexander Mackenzie - Explorer 
In 1925 or 1926,1 met a fairly tall, freckled-faced woman, a teacher, who said her family name was 
Mackenzie and went on to claim that she was a descendant of Sir Alexander Mackenzie, the 
famous explorer. 
A French-speaking Metis by the name of Arpin saw me speaking to her and proudly 
announced, "That's my girl." He lived alone in a small shack on the south side of the road. He had 
a common-law wife living in a shack across the road. That's where Ms. Mackenzie (?) lived with 
her mother until she was on her own. She had probably been educated by the Grey Nuns who had a 
hospital and school in Athabasca. 
Sir Alexander Mackenzie during his explorations on the Mackenzie River, had the 
assistance of Metis and natives who knew the country. On his return to England, Mackenzie wrote 
a book on his explorations, but he didn't acknowledge the help he had received from indigenous 
people. It was as i f he paddled his own canoe all through his explorations. The reality was that he 
rarely touched a paddle or carried a canoe over portages. 
In addition to the help he received from natives on his explorations, Mackenzie had the 
assistance of native women who made and mended his clothes, which were made of deer or 
moosehide decorated with tiny colored beads. They also did the cooking and slept with him at 
night. The result was a number of Scot Metis scattered throughout the north. It is likely, Ms. 
Mackenzie (?), was a descendant of one of these liaisons. 
Queen Elizabeth (The Queen Mother): August 4,1900 - March 30, 2002 
I shook hands with the Queen Mother at a reception in the Town Hall, London, England on 
November 20, 1951. Of course in her lifetime she must have shaken hands with a million people or 
more. What follows is connected with her first visit to Canada in 1939 with her husband, King 
George VI, travelling mainly by train, with a stop at Melville, Saskatchewan. I refer to this event in 
my book Memories of a Mountie. Several months before their visit, I was instructed to examine the 
CNR railroad track from the Manitoba-Saskatchewan border to Punnichy, Saskatchewan, a distance 
of some 170 miles. 
My transport was a motorized car used by railway employees to inspect and repair railway 
tracks. I was supplied with detailed maps by the local CNR superintendent. As I travelled along, I 
would mark every railway crossing and every culvert under the tracks. The federal government was 
afraid that German saboteurs might be present in the country to do harm to the royal visitors. 
After the paperwork was done, I had to travel by police car and induce volunteers, mainly 
farmers, to guard the railway crossings and culverts, on the day Their Majesties' train would be 
passing through. How many volunteers did what they had promised? I had no way of checking up 
on them. 
It was later revealed that not a single act of sabotage was committed in Canada during the 
both the royal tour and World War II. 
Sir Samuel Benfield Steele, C.B., M.V.O. 
A friend recently sent me a copy of Sam Steele's 1915 book Forty Years in Canada. A cursory 
glance at the title suggests that Steele may have come from England, but such is not the case as he 
was bom on January 5, 1849, in Purbrook, Ontario. 
I recall reading another account that described Steele's service in the South African war. 
Chinese labourers had been imported to work in the gold mines. These men were contracted to 
work for seven years and were then paid a stipulated sum and given a free passage home. When 
their time was up, the mine owners refused to honour their contracts unless the Chinese agreed to 
work for another seven years. Of course, some Chinese became desperate, and in order to survive 
they committed serious crimes and even murder. The authorities responded by having Colonel 
Steele erect a perimeter of small forts, patrolled by armed men on horses, every ten miles. If a 
Chinese escapee was seen, he was shot dead. Colonel Steele returned to Canada in 1907 and 
assumed command of Military District 16 at Winnipeg. 
Steele received a knighthood from King George V in 1918. He died in London, England, on 
January 30, 1919, a victim of the flu epidemic. Steele was a very brave man and deserved all the 
praise showered on him during his lifetime, but like most of us, he had his share of weaknesses. 
- I l l -
Johnny Stepaniuk 
The recent tragic death of Johnny Stepaniuk, brought back memories of his battle in 1973 with 
Hydro, who were establishing a power line over Mount Erskine to the summit of Mount Bruce. It 
would pass through the west portion of the Stepaniuk acreage. To do this, they had to negotiate a 
price with the owner. Hydro's policy was to pay as little as possible. The negotiator was a fat, jovial 
man, who carried some candies and toys to give kids to give the impression that Hydro was a 
generous company. He offered Johnny $500 for the proposed right-of-way. 
Johnny thought it was worth more than that and contacted me, as he thought 1 had some 
clout with the NDP government. I contacted the Minister of Agriculture, who wrote back saying 
that he had written a letter to Hydro, but wasn't very sanguine about getting more money. Shortly, 
thereafter, Johnny got a cheque for $1,000 and was very grateful for what I had done. He repaid it 
many times over when I needed help cutting down trees. He wouldn't accept any money for his 
work. 
Josephine Venne 
Josephine Venne was my grandmother on my mother's side of the family. In 1916 or 1917, she 
stayed with us on the farm for several days. One day she went down to the pasture to bring the cows 
in for milking. As she neared home, she had a strange feeling that she was being followed. When 
she turned around, she saw a cougar or lynx some fifty feet behind her. She raised her arms and 
yelled at it. It disappeared into the bush. The next day, my dad went out looking for it, found a lynx, 
and shot it. After he skinned it, he asked mother i f she would cook it for supper, but she and I 
refused to partake. The others said the meat tasted like chicken. 
Mrs. Venne also told us about going into a small hut where they kept wild meat during the 
winter months. She didn't have a light, so she had to feel her way around and, much to her surprise, 
she touched a man on the shoulder. He turned and disappeared into the night. She suspected the 
thief was a Blackfoot Indian. How she would have known that I have no idea. 
On another occasion, when she was alone in a cabin, a group of revellers thought that they 
would have some fun by making noises like wild animals. To their surprise, she came out with an 
axe prepared to strike anyone coming close enough. They quickly dispersed. I guess that in those 
days only the brave survived. 
Frances McGill, MD 
I'm going to take you back to 1937, at Punnichy, Saskatchewan, where I assisted with an autopsy 
performed on a seventeen-year old native woman. She had attended a drinking party and on her 
way home had fallen in deep snow and had frozen to death. Deaths of this nature are still occurring 
in Canada at the present time. 
In 1937, the chief coroner was a Dr. McGi l l , who was stationed in Regina. She had been a 
family physician before accepting the position of coroner. She was a plain looking, short, fleshy 
person, with sparkling blue eyes and a sense of humour. It is quite likely a book or a biography 
exists on her life. 
Dr. M c G i l l made her way by train to Punnichy. In the meantime, the body had been thawed 
out on the second floor of an empty building. It was probably an Indian school used during the 
spring and summer months. A makeshift table was put together on which the body was laid out. 
Dr. McGi l l had brought along a grip containing the surgical tools needed to do the job. She pointed 
out to me that the woman had had two children, and was probably pregnant when she died. 
As there was an excess of body fluid from the internal organs, I caught it in a bucket and 
emptied it outside, leaving several large red spots on the snow. They would disappear with the 
spring thaw. I also took notes dictated by Dr. McGil l . After it was over, the coroner got on the 
train to Regina, and I went back to Melville, Saskatchewan, where I was stationed. 
Strange Things 
When I was a young lad on a hot, dry July day, I witnessed a natural phenomenon that my father 
called a "dust devil." There have been many stories told about the mythical creature known as the 
devil, none of them complimentary that I know of. 
What I saw that day was the sudden appearance of a whirlpool, which sucked up light debris 
several hundred feet into the air. The debris then floated around in large, slow-moving circles. 
When a dust devil showed up near me, I threw my straw hat into it to see where it would go. The 
hat rose several hundred feet in the air and floated around in wide circles, before slowly returning 
back to earth a short distance away from where 1 was standing. 1 don't think that my father would 
have been too pleased if he had had to buy me a new straw hat. 
In his book Calling the Prairies Home, Mike O'Brien describes the dust devil as "a narrow 
column of spinning, heated air that stands about 200 metres tall. Dust devils can be seen on 
summer days dancing briefly across the prairie before disappearing." 
Earthquake 
It was about 8:00 a.m., just as I was getting out of bed, when a strong blast of air hit the bedroom 
window. A little later the sun was obscured and remained so for several days. This was in 1972 
when Mount Saint Helens literally blew her top. At the time, an old prospector, who lived by a 
small lake near the summit, refused to move as he was sure the mountain would not erupt as 
geologists were predicting. He was wrong, of course, and the first victim of the tremendous lava 
flows that followed. A score of others died, including curiosity seekers, amateur and professional 
photographers, and others who hoped to become famous by selling photographs. 
I have been to Mount Rainier and taken photos of Mount Saint Helens away to the south of 
where I was standing. 
Geologists predict that, sometime within the next 300 years, the west coast, where we live, 
will be hit by a devastating earthquake with a great loss of life and property. 
Hailstones 
The Athabasca country where I grew up is subject to the occasional rainstorm with hailstones. 
These are ice balls from one-quarter inch to one inch in size. I remember on one occasion when the 
ice balls damaged about one-half of our wheat field. As it started to hail, my father asked us to pray 
for relief. We did, but I doubt whether it did any good. At the present time, hail insurance is 
available. I have a nephew who makes a living selling crop insurance in central Alberta, where they 
experience frequent crop losses due to hailstones. 
Hair Stood Up on End 
I'm sure many people have heard someone say, "I was so frightened my hair stood up on end.." My 
first wife, Mary, was an exceptionally brave person, and on several occasions when I was 
overcautious, she called me a coward. 
In February 1943,1 was away attending an RCMP course in Regina. Mary remained in 
Kindersley, Saskatchewan, with her only companion, a cocker spaniel. There was about a foot of 
snow on the ground. One night, near midnight, she heard someone walking outside. After a few 
minutes, when she turned the lights on in the house, the intruder left. She told me that this was one 
time in her life that she really felt threatened by another human being, and that her hair stood on 
end. 
Northern Lights 
Scientifically tenned Aurora Borealis, the northern lights are often seen in the northern areas of 
Canada. One dark evening, while out walking on a public road adjoining our fann at Athabasca, I 
was treated to a vivid display of northern lights. They seemed to be like huge curtains of multi-
coloured lights, several hundred feet tall, and continually moving and changing as they danced 
some fifty yards away. They had all the colours to be seen in a rainbow. 
Many girls have been named Aurora, but few have been honoured by having to bear the 
name Borealis. 
Prairie Oyster 
Many of us older folks remember a very popular singing group known as the Prairie Oyster. The 
male vocalist was a tall, blonde fellow, who rarely smiled even though the song had a merry tune. 
They were a regular feature on the CBC during the 1950s to the 1970s. This is not about them, but 
rather about a food concoction known as a "prairie oyster." 
In those days, most cafe's and restaurants had a bottle of ketchup on the table so customers 
could help themselves. While waiting for our order to be filled, we would take a cracker, nearly 
cover it with ketchup, and then gulp it down. It was called a "prairie oyster." This delicacy 
disappeared when the cafe owners substituted small plastic containers holding about a spoonful of 
ketchup, which I suppose saved them a lot of money. 
When I was three or four years old, my father tried to amuse me by projecting shadows on the wall 
using his fingers and hands. The light was from the oil lamp behind him. As he moved his fingers 
around he would say, "This is a rabbit" or "This is a coyote." After I was put to bed, I would have 
frightening nightmares and yell out, waking my parents up. 
My father stopped his wall show, as he thought it was the cause of my nightmares. I don't 
recall having them anymore. 
My mother fired my imagination by telling me that a frightful creature roamed the 
countryside looking for bad girls and boys. It was known among native and Metis people as a 
Wendigo. If a young child died as a result of an unexplained accident or disease, it was the work of 
the Wendigo. 
The name Wendigo has an oral history, and it is not known when and how it became known 
in it present form. Occasionally, we see it in print as Windigo. 
UFOs (Unidentified Flying Objects) 
In 1964 or 1965, a man entered a Winnipeg hospital with large burns on his chest and hands. This is 
his story. 
The man was cutting wood east of Winnipeg, near the Ontario border, when a UFO landed 
near him. It was about twenty-five feet in diameter with portholes. He was hit by a stream of light 
that burned his chest and hands. The UFO then left, going straight up for several hundred feet, 
before disappearing from sight. 
The man produced a partially burned shirt to support his story. He also pointed out a small 
burned area where the UFO had allegedly landed. His burns only partially healed under the care of 
doctors at several Manitoba hospitals. He also suffered from deep depression and eventually, I 
believe, committed suicide. Hardly anyone believed his story but it was recorded by an individual 
in Colorado who kept track of UFO sightings. About the same time, a member of the R C M P 
reported seeing a UFO streaking from north to south while he was filling his car with gas in broad 
daylight one afternoon near Winnipeg.. 
Miscellaneous 
A Frosty Lesson 
I was about three years old when I crawled up to examine a door hinge covered with frost. It looked 
pretty and appetizing, so I stuck out my tongue to taste it. To my surprise, my tongue stuck to the 
hinge, and afraid to lose my tongue, I began crying and moaning. My mother was the first on the 
scene and she started laughing at my predicament, instead of removing me from my embarrassing 
situation. Just about then, my frosty enemy released me from its grip, but I had a sore tongue for a 
few days. There is an old saying, "Curiosity killed the cat." Fortunately, that doesn't apply to me, as 
this cat is ninety-one years of age. 
Autograph Books 
This is a trivial subject to write about, but in the 1920s and 1930s, the thing to do was to fill an 
autograph book with your friends' signatures and written attempts at humour. I recall that a tall 
grizzled farmer wrote the following words in my book: "Lend your money; lose your friend. Keep 
your money; keep your friend." He was right, as I'm still owed money by friends long since departed 
who promised to pay me but never did. 
My autograph book was filled during 1928-29 when I was a student at Olds College, Olds, 
Alberta. It would be great fun to go through it now, but I lost it. 
My Ninetieth Birthday 
On my ninetieth birthday, January 30, 2001, Aileen arranged an "at home" celebration. Forty-five 
friends showed up bearing birthday cards. Aileen had insisted on no gifts, but there was one 
exception. A young friend brought a balloon inscribed "Happy Birthday." It stayed up on the ceiling 
of my study for over a month. I also received congratulatory messages from the governor general, 
the prime minister, three lieutenant governors, and three provincial premiers, which Aileen has 
mounted in a photograph book. 
Domesticity 
In 1986, while living in a house trailer at Brinkworthy Place, Salt Spring Island, I accidentally left my 
keys in the house. When I returned, I couldn't get back in I knew my bedroom window was 
unlocked, but it was six feet from the ground. No problem, I thought, as I went and got a six-foot 
ladder from the back shed and placed it under the window. 
When I got halfway through the window, being over six feet tall and stiff, I got wedged in it. 
I couldn't back out, so there was nothing to do but go forward. Luckily, my bed was only a foot 
from the wall, so I let go, fell on the bed, and all was well. 
On another occasion, while baking a potato in the microwave oven, I thought that I had set 
the baking time for forty seconds, but I had really set it for four minutes. While I turned my back to 
do something else, smoke was coming out of the microwave. The potato was reduced to a cinder. I 
opened all the doors and windows to let out the smoke. A neighbour phoned to ask me what was 
going on. It was a short conversation! More trouble. While cooking on the stove next to the 
microwave and occupied with other chores, I turned to find that one of the burners had scorched the 
side of the microwave cabinet. A few seconds longer and I would have had to use the fire 
extinguisher or call the fire hall. 
I'm very happy now to have a partner, in charge of the kitchen. 
The Eyes Have It 
In October, 2001,1 had an operation to remove a cataract in my left eye. The operation was 
successful. I can now see clearly from both eyes. I need glasses only for reading. I paid $165 for a 
pair of bifocals, but I don't use them. A pair of reading glasses bought off the rack some years ago is 
all I need for reading or close-up work. 
Nearly everyone who owns or rents a house or apartment has responded to a knock on the door to 
find two well-dressed, smiling young men who, after the usual greeting, are anxious to press into 
your hands literature about the Church of Latter Day Saints - the Mormons. The following letter to 
the editor appeared in the April 27, 2002, Vancouver Sun: 
Re "Knockin' on heaven's door" (April 20): I like Mormons. They're honest and committed 
to their faith, and they show a high regard for Christian morality. Their TV and radio ads 
promoting family are a welcome change from the rampant consumerism that is flogged 
relentlessly these days. Studies done in the U.S. show that Mormon-dominated counties 
in Utah are the healthiest in the country. 
So when a pair of "elders" visited and gave me a Book of Mormon, I decided to 
read it. Parts are a blatant plagiarism of the Old Testament but most of it is a work of 
bizarre fantasy. Most Mormons don't know that Joseph Smith's father was regarded as a 
crackpot by his neighbours in new England because he spent years digging holes all over 
the countryside, looking for "buried treasure" - expeditions in which young Joseph took 
part. 
And, what do you know, Joseph Smith later dug up the buried golden tablets which 
the angel Moroni translated for him, giving us the Book of Mormon. Of course, Smith 
wouldn't allow the unwashed to see his treasures. There was never any independent 
examination of them by any archeologist or specialist in ancient languages, and they were 
subsequently "lost." 
I think Joseph Smith was the most successful con man of the 19 t h century. But I 
still like the Mormons. 
Chris Kempling 
Quesnel 
I agree wholeheartedly with the views of this writer on Mormonism. 
Muskeg 
A bog, called a muskeg, has varying amounts of water and moss, in its composition. It covers a good 
part of northern Canada. 
We had a small muskeg going through the middle of our farm. Dad unloaded a lot of small 
dry trees and loads of straw, trying to make a road across the muskeg, but it disappeared with hardly 
a trace. Dad approached a neighbour for permission to make a small ditch to drain the water away 
into the Tawatinaw Creek Valley. After several years he was able to seed the muskeg and cut crops 
of hay. 
I remember on one occasion, when my dad was taking a load of straw to the muskeg, and I 
was sitting beside him, we hit a hole and the wagon rack tipped over on its side. I was underneath a 
lot of straw. M y dad got me out, scared, blubbering, and crying. 
In the summer, the muskeg was a haven for hordes of mosquitos, which attacked animals and 
humans in their search for human and animal blood. The only creatures that delighted in eating them 
were frogs who croaked their appreciation. I remember that we often built a smudge fire for our 
farm animals, as the smoke deterred the mosquitos to some extent from attacking them. 
My wife, Aileen, suffers from mosquito bites. They love her white skin. She wonders why 
they leave me alone. The answer: having been bit so many times in my younger years, I built up an 
antitoxin in my blood that the mosquitos sense, so they take off without unleashing their stinger. 
Once in a while, a very hungry one will give me a jab but a slap ends his life. 
Poison Ivy 
Poison ivy is a creeping vine that may cause itching and red welts in humans. In a few cases, death 
has resulted where medical attention was not available. 
In 1966, while photographing a small object resting near the ground, my hands started to 
itch. I went to see a doctor who gave me an injection, which reduced the itch and eliminated it within 
two days. On an outing the next year, I sat down under a tree only to discover that I was surrounded 
by poison ivy. Too late, my hands had come in contact with the plant and started itching. I had to 
find a doctor who prescribed a lotion to end the itching. I've learned my lesson and now recognize 
this noxious weed on sight. 
I purchased my first popcorn when I was nine or ten years old. My father gave me a one dollar bill 
to buy Christmas presents for five siblings. Recently, when I told this story to a fifty-year-old man, 
he said, "But a dollar was worth a lot of money in those days." How does he know what the value 
was some eighty years ago? 
Back to my story. 1 came up with a solution: buy ten boxes of popcorn at ten cents each, as 
each box contained a small lead object resembling an animal. That was our toy. The popcorn was 
not as fresh or appetizing as it is today. I can't remember it being sold in theatres at that time. As 
this took place after World War I when a depression was on, you were lucky to have a spare dollar, 
especially i f you were a poor farmer like my father. 
"Poppa" 
On September 28, 1978, while on a sightseeing tour of Cape Breton, Nova Scotia, we visited a 
small historic Roman Catholic church. We were met at the door by the caretaker, dressed in black, 
who tearfully told us that "Poppa" was dead, after only a month in office. He was referring to Pope 
John I. He was succeeded by the current Pope John II. The colloquial expression "Poppa" is often 
used when referring to the Pope instead of "His Holiness." It has a ring of informality and love. 
Santa Claus 
In 1943, while stationed with the R C M P in Kindersley, Saskatchewan, my wife, Mary, heard that a 
woman with five small children was destitute and unlikely to have any money to buy gifts for her 
children at Christmas. She was an alcoholic and spent most of her money, such as it was, on liquor. 
We purchased five small gifts, and on Christmas night, I crept up to the front door and left a 
bag with our gifts in it. We didn't attach any identification to the bag, so the woman had no inkling 
who Santa Claus might be. On Christmas Day, our greatest pleasure came from imagining the 
children playing with their toys. 
Societies and Club Memberships 
While a member of the R C M P at Broadview, Saskatchewan, in 1936-37 I was persuaded by the 
NCO of the detachment to join the Masonic order. It caused some apprehension among some 
members when I disclosed that I was a non-practising Catholic. However, before I could be inducted 
into the order, 1 was transferred to Melville, Saskatchewan. The local magistrate was asked to coach 
me in the secrets of the society. These secrets have to be memorized, something I'm not very good 
at. However, I managed to handle the archaic language. 
At one stage of the proceedings, the so-called executioner hits you symbolically with a 
sandbag on the back of the head. You are supposed to fall (dead) on the floor. A good friend of 
mine, the local druggist, who gave me to the coup de grace, applied the weapon with a little more 
force than necessary. He had trouble keeping a straight face when he did it. Later, out of the 
hallowed hall, he laughed his head off; said the couldn't resist the temptation to let me have it. 
In 1942, at Kindersley, Saskatchewan, I was induced to join the Kinsmen organization. 
About two years later, they couldn't find a member who would assume the office of president. In 
desperation, they phoned me and asked if I would do it. I said yes, albeit, most reluctantly. Not long 
afterwards, I sacked most of the moribund club officers and replaced them with active ones. When I 
was transferred in 1949,1 ended my association with this organization, which is still very active and 
continues to contribute to and sponsor many useful projects in the community. 
In 1943, at Kindersley, I was inducted into the Royal Arch which is a step above the third 
degree in the Masonic order. This wasn't a bit hazardous. As I remember, it consisted of marching 
around the room chanting some medieval verses. I was later appointed to hold a "chair" in the local 
chapter. 
On my transfer to Prince George, BC, in 1949, the local judge, who was an ardent Mason, 
noticed that I wore a ring with the Masonic emblem. He tried but failed to persuade me to return to 
the fold. He was a really nice gentleman. A credit to the judiciary and the order. 
While at Lethbridge in 1954, a friend persuaded me to join the Rotary Club. After attending 
several meetings, a wealthy member came to my office and asked me to cancel a traffic ticket. I 
refused and sent in my resignation as a club member. 
In 1972,1 was elected president of the Garden Club on Salt Spring Island and then published 
a monthly newsletter for five years without putting my name on the masthead. I didn't want to 
appear as pushy or seeking publicity. A few years ago, I was honoured by being appointed an 
Honourary Life Member of the club. 
Today stress is a popular subject in the media, and it seems that nearly everyone suffers from it, more 
or less. I first became aware of it in 1943, when T was bedridden for two days with a stiff neck 
accompanied by a jabbing pain whenever I moved. There were no residual problems. It simply 
vanished to ambush me at another time. 
In 1953,1 was required to pass a written and oral exam in Ottawa before being promoted to 
inspector. Three days before I was scheduled to take a plane to Ottawa, I was incapacitated enough 
to be hospitalized for two days. Again, the pain vanished. I got to Ottawa on time and passed the 
exam. 
Since my retirement to Salt Spring in 1969,1 have never had a stiff neck or the pain 
associated with it. The end of official responsibilities removed the mental stress entirely. I have never 
had a recunence of this form of stress since then. 
A Recital of Aches and Pains 
At my age - ninety-one - people still greet me with that old hackneyed expression, "How are you 
today?" I always reply, "Fine." However, over the years I have undergone a number of operations, 
including the removal o f my tonsils, a mastoid operation on my left ear, the removal of my appendix, 
and two operations for prostate trouble, which remarkably have had no effect on my sex life, but 
have led to the enlargement of my prostate over the last two years to the point where it has seriously 
affected the flow of urine. 
My hearing has diminished slightly. Several months ago, I had an operation on my left eye, 
and I now have 20-20 vision in both eyes. I only use glasses to read the paper. In the last two years, 
I have become afflicted with a condition that forces me to expel feces some six to nine times a day. I 
have also contracted a form of itchy eczema that requires the application of cream to my ears twice a 
day. 
I have to use an inhaler twice a day to keep my nose passages clear, which is not very 
effective, so before going to bed at night, I take several sniffs of Otrivin. My doctor doesn't approve, 
but I've done so for over thirty years with no visible deleterious effect. 
Last, but not least, I have chronic arthritis in my feet. They painfully remind me of it with 
every step 1 take, and along with weak legs, I need to use a wheelchair to get around, both indoors 
and out. If I need to go anywhere by car, my wife - 5'3" and eyes of blue - has to support me in case 
I lose my balance and fall to the ground. I usually need six Tylenols a day to ease the pain. 
I could add a few more infirmities to this boring list, but being of a magnanimous nature, I 
will end this litany of woes. 

